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Tragi  -  Comedy. 


ACT  1.   SCENE  I. 


At  the  Dramng  up  of  the  Curtainj  Veramond  Kjng  of  A- 
ragon  appears :  Ximena  the  Queen  hy  him :  Viftoria  their 
eldejl  Daughter  on  the  Right  Hand ;  and  Celidea  their 
younger  Daughter  on  the  left :  Courtiers  fland  attending  in 
File  on  each  fide  of  the  Stage.  The  Men  on  one  hand^  the 
Ladies  on  the  other.  Amongsi  the  Men^  Don  Lopez,  amongst 
the  Women^    Dalinda  his  Daughter. 

The  Scene  is  fupfos'^d  a  Prefence-Chamher. 

Vera.         XOWthe  long  Wars  betwixt  Cafiile  ^ndJrragon 
l^^l   Are  ended  in  the  ruin  of  our  Foes. 


And  fierce  Ramirez^  the  Cajlilian  King, 
Who  tuggM  forEmpirCjWith  oiirWarlUvc! 


;Son, 

B  In 
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In  fingle  Combat  taken,  adds  his  Lawrels 
To  the  young  Viftor's  Brow :  Our  fender  Maids 
And  trembling  Children^  fhali  \Vkh  Scorn  behold 
The  haughty  Captive,  who  had  made  his  Yaiints 
To  lay  their  Dwelhngs  level ;  and  with  Salt 
To  fow  the  place,  wiiere  Sarragolfa  ftood. 

Xime.  ProcefTions^Prayers^and  Publick  Thanks  to  Heav^H, 
Were  )fit  to  he  4\ocmi.  •  ;  1  .         ' "    T  ' 

I  Wit.  Your  Sexis^v^r  ft^Moft  in  ttevotioh. 
But  for  our  brave  Confederate,  young  Navarre^ 
He  fhali  receive  the  Prize  referv'd  witliin 
My  Breaft ;  and  fucli  a  one, 
His  Youth  and  Valour  have  right-v/ell  defervM. 

Xime,  I  liear  he  comes  along  with  our  Jlfhonfo^ 
And  next  our  Son,  did  beft. 

Vera.  Perhaps  as  well  : 
Alfhonfo\  Action  was  indeed  more  Glorious, 
To  buckle  with  a  King  in  fingle  Fight, 
And  take  him  Prifoner ;  but  his  fiery  temper 
Still  hurries  him  to  daring  rafh  Attempts. 

Xime.  Alfhonfo  is  Impetuous,  but  he^s  Noble  ; 
He  will  not  take  one  Atome  {xom  NAvarre 
Of  what's  his  Right,  nor  needs  he. 

Vera.  If  he  fiiouM  

Xime.  You  take  too  bad  Impreflions  of  your  Son. 
Vera.  No  more,  X/;5^^;?^,  for  I  hear  their  Trumpets 
Proclaim  their  Entry :  And  our  own  their  Welcome. 

[Trumpets  from  each  Jide  of  the  Stage. 

Ef?ter  Alphonfo  and  Garcia,  hand  in  hand.  After  them^  the 
Prifoner  Ramirez  alone  :  Then  the  tm  Colonels^  Saiic!io 
and  Carlos  :  After  them^  other  Officers  of  the  Army.  Ve- 
ramond  advances  to  meet  them :  The  Queen  and  the  two 
Princeffes  follow  -him.  Alphonfb  frfl  kneels  to  his  Father 
and  Mother^  and  immediately  runs  to  falute  his  S^fhr  'Victo- 
ria tenderly  ;  then  flightly  falutes  Celidea,  and  returns  to 
Victoria.  In  the  mean  time  Veramond  embraces  Don 
Garcia,  who  afterwards  kijfes  the  Queen]s  hand. 

Vera.  The 
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Vera,  The  Triumphs  of  this  Day,  aufpicious  Prince, 
Proclaim  themfelves  Your  Gift,  to  us  and  Arrago^: 
From  you  they  are  derived ;  to  vou  return ; 
For  what  we  are,  you  make  us. 

Gar.  May  Heav'n  and  your  brave  Son,  and,  above  all, 
Your,  ov/n  prevailing  Genius,  guard  your  Age 
From  fiich  another  Day  of  doubtful  Fate  : 
But  if  it  comes,  then  Garcia  will  be  proud 
|v  To  be  again  tlie  Foil  of  Great  Alfhonfo. 

Vera,  It  might,  and  well  it  had  become  my  Son 
.  '  [Looking  about  for  Alphonfo. 

F  To  fpeak  your  words  ;  But  you  are  ftill  before  him. 
As  in  the  Fight  you  were. 

Xime.  Turn  to  your  Father;',  and  prefent  your  Duty ; 

[Pulling  Alphonfo  hj  the  Jleeve. 
He  tliinks  himfelf  negleded,  and  obferves  ye. 

Here  Garcia,  after  bowing  to  the  Kjng  anil  Queen j  goes  to  the 
two  Princejfes  and  falutes  them.    After  a  little  duW'b  Courts 
fhif^  he  leads  cut  Viftoria  and  Celidea,  the  Ladies  follow  \ 
Alphonfo  ohferves  it  with  difcontent^  and  then  turns  to  his 
Father, 

Alfhcn.  I  faw  you.  Sir,  engaged  in  Ceremonies, 
And  therefore  thought  I  might  defer  this  OlBce, 
To  gi^  e  you  timxc  for  decent  Thanks  to  Garcia, 

Vera,  You  rather  went  where  more  aifedton  calPd  ye. 

Alfhon.  I  may  have  been  too  Hack  in  outw^ard  fliow, 
But  v/hen  your  Service,  and  my  Honour  calPd, 
None  was  more  forward  in  the  fighting  part. 
_yera.  The  rugged  Bufmefs  of  the  War  is  o'er  : 
Scftneis  and  Sweetnefs,  and  a  gentler  Air 
Wcif  d  make  a  mixture,  that  wouM  temper  well 
That  inborn  Fiercenefs  of  your  boyling  Mind. 

Al^h,  I  ftand  correfted,  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  ye  now^ 
That  fvveetneis  Vv^hich  fo  well  you  have  advis'd. 
Fortune  has  put  in  your  own  hand  to  praftiie 
Upon  tiiis  RoyalSouldier  ;  till  w^e  fought  [Showing  Ramirez. 

B  ^2.  Tour 
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Your  fiqual,  now  your  Prifoner  of  the  War ; 

And  once,  (alas !  that  ftill  it  is  not  fb) 

TJie  Partner  of  your  Thoughts,  and  Bofom  Friend. 

Xime.  7  Heav'n  that  infpir'd  thee  with  this  Pious  thought, 
(afidje^  pAdd  Vertue  and  Perfwafion  to  thy  words, 
And  bend  my  ftubborn  Lord. 
Vera.  Say,  have  you  more  to  fpeak  on  liis  behalf/* 
Jlfhon.  Much  more,  his  fair  Behaviour  in  the  War^ 
Not  plundering  Towns,  nor  burning  Villages ; 
His  Bravery  of  Mind,  his  Dauntlefs  Courage, 
When  Hand  to  Hand,  he  made  me  ftoop  beneath 
His  weighty  blows,  and  often  forcM  to  doubt 
The  Fortune  of  my  Youth,  againft  his  Age.. 

Vera.  Proceed,  proceed,  for  this  is  but  to  fay^ 
That  thouwert  almoft  worfted  in  the  Combat. 

Alfhon.  I  have  already  laid  much  more,  than  needs 
To  move  a  Noble  Mind, 
Such  as  my  Father's  is,  or  ought  to  be. 
Vera.  Come,  let  me  hear  my  Duty  from  my  Son. 
Alfhon.  If  more  be  wanting  on  fo  plain  a  Theam, 
Think  on  the  flippery  State  of  Humane  Things, 
The  ftrange  viciflitudes,  and  fuddain  turns 
Of  War,  and  Fate  recoiling  on  the  Proud, 
To  crufh  a  Mercilefs  and  Cruel  Viftor. 
Think  there  are  bounds  of  Fortune,  fet  above ; 
Periods  of  Time,  and  progrefs  of  Succefs, 
Which  none  can  flop  before  th'  appointed  limits, 
And  none  can  pufh  beyond. 

Ximem.  He  Reafbns  juftly.  Sir. 
Alfhon.  Ramirez  is  an  Honourable  Foe, 
Ufe  him  like  what  he  is,  and  make  him  yours. 

Vera.  By  Heav'^n  I  think. 
That  when  you  cop'd  with  him  in  fingle  Fight, 
You  had  fo  much  ado  to  Conquer  then, 
You  fear  t'ingage  him  in  a  lecond  Combat. 

Alfhon.  The  World  knows  how  I  Fought : 
But  Old  Men  have  Prerogative  of  Tongue, 
And  Kings  of  Power,  and  Parents  that  of  Nature. 

Yom 
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Your  Pardon,  Royal  Sin 

Vera.  I  give  it  you ; 
Your  Battel  now  is  paid  at  the  full  price. 

i  [Ximena  whiff  ers  Alphonfo/^?r  a  moment. 

Alfhon.  Fear  not,  I  curb  my  felf.  iTo  Ximena. 

Ramir.    7  Your  Son  has  mentioned  Honourable  Terms, 
(to  F(?r^.)  J  Propole  'em  Veramond^  and  for  his  fake 
(So  much  his  Valour  and  rare  Courtefie, 
Have  wrought  upon  my  Soul,)  I  will  accept  'em. 

Vera.  Who  gave  you  leave 
To  fpeak  of  Terms,  or  even  to  fpeak  at  all  ?' 

Ramir.  And  who  fhouM  give  me  hberty  of  fpeaking,. 
But  Heav'n,  who  gave  me  Speech  f 

Veram.  How  dares  my  Captive 
Affume  this  boldnefs  to  his  Conqueror  f 

Ramir. Yo\x  have  notConquer'd  me,you  cou'd  notyVeramond'^ 
'Tis  to  Alfhof^o*^^  Arms  that  I  am  Prifbner.. 

Veram.  Under  my  Aufpices  Alfhonfo  fought, 
He  led  my  Forces. 

Ramir.  Yes,  and  made  'em  too 
By  his  Example,  elfe  they  ne're  had  Conquer'd. 

Veram.  A  Bargain!  A  plain  Compaft !  A  Confederacy ! 
Betwixt  my  Son  and  thee,  to  give  me  part, 
Of  what  my  better  Stars^  make  all  my  own. 

Alfhon.  Sir,  I  muft  fpeak  

Veram.  Dare  not,  I  charge  thee,  dare  not. 

Alfhon.  Not  vindicate  my  Honour  ?  i 
By  Heav'n  I  will,  to  all  the  World,  to  you; 
My  Honour  is  my  own,  and  not  deriv'd 
From  this  frail  Body,  and  this  Earth  you  gave  mc  \ 
But  that  iEtherial  Spark,  which  Heav'n  infpir'd, 
And  kindl'd  in  my  New  Created  Soul. 
You  tell  me,  I  have  bargain'd  with  Ramirez^ 
To  make  his  Ranfbme  cheap. 

Vera.  To  make  it  nothing, 
To  rob  thy  Father  of  his  Viftory,^ 
And,  atmycoft,  oblige  my  Mortal  Foe ; 
Fool,  doft  thou  know  the  value  of  a  Kingdom  I 

Alfhon.  I  think  I  do,  becaufe  I  won  a  Kingdom.  VevA. 
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Ferctm.  And  know'il  not  how  tckeep  it., 

Ramrez,  What  Claim  have  you?  What  Right  to  my  Cafti/c? 

Feram.  The  Right  of  Coaqueft,for  when  Kings  make  War; 
No  Law  betwixt  two  Soveraigns  can  decide, 
But  chat  of  Arms,  where  Fortune  is  the  Judge, 
Soldiers  the  Lawyers,  and  the  Bar  the  Field. 

J/ph/f3ut  with  M^hat  Confcience  can  ye  keep  that  Crown, 
1  o  wliicli,  }^e  clauB  no  Title  but  the  Sword  ? 

Fera.  I'hen  ask  that  queftion  of  thy  felf,  when  thou 
Thy  ftlf  art  King  ;  I  will  retain  my  Conqueft  ; 
iind  if  thou  art  fo  mean,  fo  poor  of  Soul,  v 
As  to  refufe  thy  Sword  in  keeping  it ; 
Then  Garcia\  Aid  ; 

Whofe  fliare  of  Honour,  in  that  Glorious  day, 

Was  more  than  thine ;  during  my  Life,  fhall  Guard  it, 

And  at  jny  Death,  fliall  Heir  it. 

Alfhon.  Don  Ctrcia  is  indeed  a  Valiant  Prince, 
But  this  large  Couitefie,  this  over-praife 
You  give  his  Worth,  in  any  other  Mouth, 
Were  Villany  to  me. 

Xlmem.  That  w^as  too  much  Alfhonfoy  fhe\V  the  Reverence 
That  Sons  fliouM  bear  to  Fathers. 

Jlfhon,  1  Did  I  not  fay  in  any  other  Mouth, 

Qo  her.)  j  The  King  excepted  fbill  ? 

Ramir,  Had  I  a  Son ;  a  Son  like  your  Alphonfo^ 
Hie  Eride  of  War,  and  Darling  of  the  Field ; 
I  fliou'd  not  thus  receive  liim,  nor  detraft 
.  From  fuch  High  Aftions  :  Let  me  tell  you.  Sir, 
(For  I  who  felt  his  Arm,  can  beft  report  him ;) 
There  lives  not  one,  who  breaths  this  Vital  Air, 
lliat  e''re  cou'd  boaft,  he  made  Ramirez,  bend, 
Before  Alphonfo  undertook  the  Task. 

F era?^.  Confederacy  again  /  How  they  enhiance 
Their  mutual  worth,  'and  bandy  Famx  betwixt  'em, 

Into  each  other's  hand.  [Looks  on  Pvamirez,  mA fiarts  hack. 

What's  this  I  feef 

Nay,  now  I  wonder  not,  the  Captive  prates  . 
With  fb  fecure  prefiimption  to  his  King, 

Well 
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Well  may  he  brave  me,  while  his  miirdVing  Sword 
Sits  as  before,  infulting  on  his  fide, 
Who  gave  thee  back  that  weapon  ? 
Jlpon.  I,  who  took  it. 

Vera,  A  careful  Son,  to  truft  a  Foe  with  Arms 
So  near  his  Father. 
Hafte,  difarm  the  Prifoner. 

Alfhon.  E're  you  difhonour  me,  firft  hear  me  (peak ; 
I  took  his  Royal  Word,  to  be  my  Pnfoner  ; 
And  on  his  Honour,  I  reftor'd  his  Sword, 
Becaufe  I  thought,  that. mark  of  Sovereign  Juftice 
And  Awful  Power,  fhou'd  not  for  one  Ihort  moment 
Be  wanting  to  a  Monarch. 

Vera,,  Then  when  he  loft  the  Power,  he  loft  the  Claim^ 
And  marks  of  Sovereign  Right: 
Nor  without  my  Confent,  cou'dft  thou  difpofe 
Of  him,  or  of  his  Sword,  or  of  his  Life  : 
Once  more  dilarm  him :  What,  am  I  betray'd  ? 

{Guards  look  amaz^d^  hut  fiir  not. 

Have  I  no  Subjeft  left  ? 

liime.  Submit,  Alfhonfo, 
I,  who  am  partial  to  you,  muft  condemn 
This  Carriage  as  undutious  to  your  Father. 

Ramrr.  ^Brave  Prince,  too  warmly  you  afTert  my  Caufe^ 
(toJIpho?^,)^Thd'  'tis  indeed  the  common  Caufe  of  Kings  r 
But  to  prevent  what  ills  on  my  account 
May  hence  enfue  betwixt  a  Son  and  Parent, 
1  ake  here  the  Sword,  you  trufted  in  my  Hands, 

Which  you  alone  cou'd  take  Now,  Veramond^ 

[Frefents  his  Sword  to  Alphonfo. 
Difpofe  of  old  Ramirez,  as  thou  pleafeft.; 

{He  frefents  it  fullenlj  to  Veramond,  rvho  puts  it 
into  the  hand  of  an  Officer, 
Secure  thy  Hate,  Ambition,  and  thy  Fear, 
And  give  Ramirez  Death,  who  (corns  a  Life 
Which  he  muft  owe  to  thee. 

Vera,  (to  0  Go  bear  him  to  the  Caftle ;  at  more  leifure 
the  Guards^  jHis  Doom  Chail  be  decreed. 

Ramir.  Whea 
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Ramtr.  When  e're  it  comes  'tis  welcome,  only  this 
(If  Enemies  be  iiifferM  to  requeft) 
Forgive  th'  Imprudent  Zeal  thy  Son  has  fhown 
On  my  behalf,  and  take  him  to  thy  Bofbm  : 
A  noble  Temper  fhines  even  through  his  faults. 
And  gilds  them  into  Virtues. 

Fera.  Take  liim  hence   [Ramirez  U  led  off  by  San- 

cho  dnd  Carlos,  andfoUorv'd  by  the  Guards.  Alphonib 
looking  frorvningly.    The  refl  ft  ay, 

Alfhon.  o  How  I  abhoft  this  bafe  Inhumane  KQl  ! 

{afide^  JBut  Patience  !  he's  my  Fatlfer. 

Veram,  Thus  all  his  Praifes,  are  thy  Accufations, 
And  even  tliat  very  Sword, 
Punifh  me  Heav'n,  if  I  believe  not  fb. 
Is  far  lefs  dangerous  in  his  Hand  than  thine. 

Xime,  Forgive  the  hafty  Salhes  of  his  Youth. 

Fera,  He  never  lov'd  me. 

Alfhon.  You  never  gave  me  caufe. 

Xme,    7  Come,  you  both  lovM, 
(to  Al^hon^^Y}\x  both  were  jealous  of  each  other's  kindnefs. 
His  filence  fliows,  he  longs  to  pardon  you. 
And  did  not  you,  my  Lord,  obferve  Alphonfo^ 

STurn  'tng  to  Veram. 
How,  tho'  at  firft  he  cou'd  not  rule  his  Paflion  ? 
Not  at  the  very  firft,  for  that's  impoffible 
To  hafty  blooa,  like  his  and  yours,  my  Lord  ; 
Yet  in  the  fecond  moment,  he  repented. 
As  fbon  as  Thought  had  leifiire  to  be  born. 

Feram,  For  ought  I  fee,  you  do  him  better  Office 
Than  he  defires,  Ximena, 

Alphon,  (kneeling,)  Sir,  your  Pardon ; 
And  if  you  pleafe,  your  Love, 

Fera,  Receive  the  firft. 
The  laft  as  you  deferve. 


Reenter 
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Re-enter  Don  Garcia,  with  Victoria,  Celidea,  and  the 
Ladies.    Veramond  fees  "^em  at  a  defiance. 

Vera,  This-  had  not  been  thus  eafily  o're-paft, 
But  that  I  fee  Don  Garcit  with  your  Sifters  ; 
A  fair  occafion  offers  you  tliis  hour 
To  cancel  your  Oitences mark,  and  take  it. 

The  K^  Q.  and  Alphonfo  entertain  G^irciz  in  dumb  jhorv^  rvhile 
Viftoria  and  Cehdea  ffeak  at  a  diflance. 

C^"//^.  Wliat  think  you,  Sifter,  of  this  Youthful  Hero  ? 
Vicio.  Our  dear  Jlfhonfo  ? 
Celid.  No ;  I  mean  Navarre. 

Victo.  As  of  a  Valiant  Prince  ;  what  wou'd  you  more  ? 

Celid.  Methinks  you  give  him  a  fliort  Commendation  ; 
Yet  all  Iiis  Applications  were  to  you. 

Vicio.  I  minded  not  Iiis  w^ords. 

Celid.  He  made  a  warm  beginning  of  a  Love, 

Vivto.  It  feems  my  thoughts  were  otherwife  employ'd. 

Celid.  Neither  your  thoughts,  nor  eyes  cou'd  be  employM 
Upon  a  Nobler  Objeft. 

Vi^o.  That's  your  Judgment. 

Celid.  His  every  Aftion,  nay,  his  every  Motion 
Were  graceful,  and  becoming  his  high  Birth. 

Vicio.  All  of  a  piece,  and  all  like  other  Men : 
He  feems  to  me  a  common  kind  of  Creature, 
One  that  may  pafs  among  a  crowd  of  Courtiers 
And  not  be  known  for  King. 

Celid.  Sure  you  forget  the  Troops  he  brought  our  Father ; 
Befides  his  Perfonal  Valour  in  the  Fight. 

Vi6io.  You  more  forget  Alphonfo's  greater  Actions, 
When  the  young  Hero,  yet  unfledged  in  Arms, 
Made  the  tough  Age  of  ho\&  Ramirez,  bend : 
He  fought  like  MarSj  defcending  from  the  Skies, 
And  looked  like  Venus  rifing  from  the  Waves. 

Celid.  Navarre  had  done  the  fame  ;  'twas  Fortune's  fault 

C  That 
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That  fhow'd  him  not  Ramirez. 

Vt£to.  You  are  too  young  to  judge  of  Men  or  Merits  ^ 
You  praife  the  Vulgar  FUght  a  Faulcon  makes 
When  Jove^s  Imperial  Bird,  that  bears  the  Thunder, 
Is  towering  far  above  him. 

Re-enter  Carlos,  Sancho,  and  the  refi  of  the  Officers. 

Vera.  Are  my  Commands  performed  ? 
Carlos.  With  all  exaftnefs. 
Vera.  Ap^vo^ch  Vi^oria^  and  yot^^C^/z^/r, 
That  in  your  prefence  I  may  pay  fbme  part 
Of  what  I  owe  your  brave  Deliverer. 

Celid.  We  cannot  fhow  too  much  of  Gratitude.. 
f^era.  Vi^oria^  what  fay  you? 
ViSto.  He  did  the  Duty  of  a  brave  Allie  : 
I  do  not  know  the  War,  nor  dare  I  load 
His  modefty  with  larger  Commendations^ 

Garci.  Even  thole  are  much  too  large,  when  giv'n  by  you,  . 
To  whom  my  Soul,  with  all  my  future  Service, 
Are  with  Devotion  olfer'd. 

Vera.  I  have  indeed  difclosM  to  her  alone 
important  Secret  of  th'  intended  Match; 
And  that  perhaps  has  made  her  fear  to  praife 
A  Prince  who  fhortly  is  to  be  her  own. 

Alfhon.  (aftde.)  Oh  Heav'ns  !  what  bode  thefe  words  ? 
\The  Queen  and  Celidea  {bew  amazement j  Alphonfb  and 
Yid:orh  difcontent. 
V^ra.  Now  therefore  I  declare  the  wiflit  alliance ; 
Ximenay  you  may  give  your  Daughter  joy  ; 
And  you  your  Sifter,  of  th'  Imperial  Crown        [To  Gelid* 
^Which  Garcia  puts  on  our  ViSlotias  Head. 
Yourfhare,  Atf  hcnfoy  in  this  happy  day  [TbAlphofl.- 
Is  not  the  leaft,  nor  will  you  be  the  lafl 
T'  applaud  my  worthy  choice  of  fuch  a  Son. 

Alfhon,  Aludden  damp  has  feizM  my  Vital  Spirits ; 
I  fee  but  through  a  mifl,  and  hear  far  off: 
Nay,  trouble  not  ycxif  fetes,  a  little  time 


l<Iatm  mil  VrevaiL  1 1 

of  needful  reft,  and  folitary  thought, 

Will  mend  my  ^health,  till  when  excufe  my  prefence. 

[Exit  Alphonfb,  and,  looks  back  on  Viftoria. 
Xime.  -1  He's  much  difturbM,  a  fickneft  of  the  Soul ; 
(afide.)  J  Or  I  miftake,  lie  does,  not  like  this  Marriage. 
Affift  us,  Heav'n,  if  I  divine  aright, 
And  profper  thy  own  work. 

yera.  (aftde.)  I  like  not  this, 
But  muft  diffemble^  till  I  clear  my  doubts. 
Fortune,  brave  Prince,  has  given  us  tliis  allay ;     \To  Garci. 
Our  Joys  were  elfe  too  full : 
An  hour  of  fleep  will  bring  him  back  reftor'd  ; 
Mean  time  we  may  withdraw. 

Garci.  7  Come,  my  fair  Miftrefs,  by  your  Father's  leave 
(to P'iffo.Jsl  feize  this  precious  Gage. 
.  yiifo.  1  hen  thank  my  Father ; 
He  may  difpofe  of  all  things  but  my  Heart,  - 

And  that's  my  own  (afide.) — —Alas  !  I  wifh  it  were. 

[Exeunt  Vara.  Xime.  Celid.  Garci.  Vi£to.  a^da/l the  Courtiers. 
Men  and  Women.    The  Guards  follow :  San.  and  Carl,  remain. 
San.  Good  news,  Carlos^  the  old  Jew  is  dead. 
Carl.  What  Jew  ? 

Sanch.  Why  the  rich  Jew,  my  Father. 
He's  gone  to  the  Bofom  of  Abraham  his  Father,  and  I,  his 
Chriftian  Son,  am  left  fole  Heir.    Now  do  I  intend  to  be 
monftrpufly  in  love. 

Carl.  With  whom.  Colonel  ? 

Samh.  That's  not  yet  refolv'd.  Colonel ;  but  with  one  of 
the  Court  Indies.  You  may  ftand  a  Man's  Friend,  Carlos^ 
in  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Carl.  You  may  depend  on  me,  Sancho^  becaufe  my  depen- 
dance  is  on  you :  You  got  Plunder  in  the  Battel ;  while  I  was 
hack'd  and  hew'd,  and  almoft  laid  afleep  in  the  damn'd  Bed 
of  Honour. 

Sanch.  Nay,  I  confefs  I  am  a  lucky  Rogue,  for  I  was 
born  with  a  Caul  upon  my  Head. 

Carl.  I'm  lure  I  came  bare  enough  into  tlie  World,  and 
live  as  barely  in  it. 

C  2  Sanch. 
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^/tWa  Make  me  but  iuftily  in'love,  and  Til  adopt  thee 
into  my  Fortune;  but  thou  ftand'ft  ihall  I,  Ihall  I,  till  all  the 
Ladies  are  out  of  fight :  Here,  take  that  Bi/Iet  Doux  wliich  I 
Iiave  puird  out  by  chance  from  amongft  twenty,  that  I  al- 
\vays,\vear  about  me  for  luch  occafions. 

CatL  But  to  wliich  of  'em  fliall  I  deliver  it  ? 
Samh.  Even. to  her  thou  can'ft  firft  overtake. 
Nay,  do  not  lofe  thy  time  in  looking  on'c,  there's  no  particu- 
lar DireGion,  Man ;  Fortune  ever  liiperfcribes  my  Letters  to 
the  Fair  Sex  ;  I  let  her  alone  to  find      out  a  handfome  Mi- 
ftrefi ;  ar.d  let  me  alone  to  make  her  kmd  afterwards. 

Carl.  But  fiippofe  I  fhou'd  happen  to  deliver  it  to  my  own 
Miftrefs,  for  flie  was  in  the  prefence  with  her  Father. 

Sanch.  Then  I  fuppofethouwilt.be  the  firft  that  fhalt  re- 
pent it,  for  fhe  w^ill  certainly  fall  in  Love  with  me, 

[Lopez  arJ  Dalinda  re-entery  andwalk  foftly  over  the  St  age ^ 
Look,  there's  one  of  'em  already ;  my  Heart  beats  at  the  very 
fight  of  her  ;  this  muft  and  fliall  be  flie,  by  CupL 
CdrL  And  by  Feni^  the  very  fhe  I  love. 
Sanchi  Prithee  no  more  words  then,  for  Fate  will  have  it  fb. 
Carl.  7 1  know  it's  impolfible  for  her  Father  to  receive  him, 
( afide.)  o  or  her  to  love  him,  and  yet  his  good  Fortune,  and 
my  Rafcally  three  penny  Planet,  make  me  fiifpicious  without 
Reafon :  Biit  hang  Superftition,  Fll  draw  fuch  a  Pidure  of 
-him,  as  fhall  do  his  bufinefs. 

Sanch.  Now  will  I  ftand  by  Incognito^  like  fbme  mighty 
Potentate,  'and  fee  my  own  EmbafTy  deliver'd.  '  ♦ . 

[Carlos  overtakes  Lopez  and  Dalinda  jufi  going  off^  and 
falutes  them. 

Lop.  Cozen  Carlos^  you  are  wxlcome  from  the  Wars ;  I 
think  I  faw  you  in  the  Show  to  day. 

Carl.  The  Ceremony  hinder'd  me  from  paying  my  re- 
fpects;  but  I  made  hafte,  you  fee—  

Lop.  I  hope  you'll  no  m.ore  be  a  Stranger  to  my  Houfe, 
tlian'you  have  been  formerly:  Your  Miftrefs  here  will  be 
proud  to  entertain  you ;  and  then  you  fhall  tell  me  the  whole 
Expedition :  I  love  Battels  wonderfully,  when  a  Man  may 
hear  'em  without  Peril  of  his  Perfbn. 

Sanch. 
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Sa/^ch.  oNotliing  of  my  Letter  all  this  while  ; 

(  afide.)  j  Why,  when  Carlos  f       IM^h/fpering  aloud  to  him. 

Carlos.  7  Now  I  dare  not  but  deliver  it,  becaule  he  fees 

ia^e?)  J  me. 
Don  Lofez^  I  have  a  fooliHi  kind  of  Petition  to  you. 

'     _  [To  Lopez. 

Lof.  Why  do  you  call  it  a  foolilh  Petition  ? 

Carl.  Becaufe  I  bring  it  from  a  Fool,  lliere's  a  Friend  of 
mine,  of  a  plentiful  Fortune,  that's  defperately  in  Love 
with  your  Fair  Daughter,  Dalinda ;  and  has  Commanded  me, 
by  your  permilfion,  to  deliver  this  Letter  to  her. 

Lofez..  A  Rich  Man's  Letter  may  be  delivered. 

[Carlos  gives  her  the  Letter. 

Dalinda.  What's  here  f  A  Note  without  a  Superfeription. 

[She  feems  to  Read.. 
As  I  Live,  a  Bill  of  Exchange  for  200  Piftols, 
Charg'd  upon  a  Banker,  and  payable  to  the  Bearer ; 
An  a:ccompUfht  Cavalier,  I  warrant  liim  y  He  writes  finely, 
and  in  the  beft  manner. 

Carlos.  7  There's  the  Covetous  Sex,  at  the  firft  Syllable, 

(aftde.)  JThe  Fool's  good  Planet  begins  to  work  already; 
but  I  fhall  ftop  its  Influence. 

Lop.  Good  Cozen  Colonel ;  what  manner  of  Man  is  my 
Son-in-Law,  that  may  be? 

Carl.  D'  ye  fee  that  fheaking  Fellow  yonder  ? 

Lop.  Who,  that  Gallant  Cavalier  ? 

Dalind.  I  wifli  it  were  no  worfe. 

Carl.  Plague,  ye  make  me  mad  betwixt  ye.  His  outfide's 
Tawdry,  and  his  infide's  Fool.  He's  an  Ufiirer's  Son,  and 
his  Father  was  a  Jew. 

Dalind.  No  matter  for  all  that,  he's  Rich. 

Carlos.  He  was  begot  upon  the  Wife  of  a  defperate  Debtor, 
Out  of  pure  good  Husbandry,  to  fave  fbmething :  He's  Cove- 
tous by  the  Father's  fide ;  A  Blockhead  by  the  Mother's ;  And 
a  Knave  by  both. 

Lofez.  I  fee  nothing  like  youf  defeription  of  him,  at  this 
diftance. 

Gall: 
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Call  him  hither,  I  wou'd  fain  fpeak  with  liim. 

CarL  Come  hither^D^^/^  Smchoy^iwA  make  good  the  Charafter 
I  have  given  of  you.  [Sancho  comes  up,  md  falutes  *em  awkwardly^ 

Lop.  Cavalier,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  be  better  known  to  you. 

Sa^ch.    7  You  fee  I  have  Luck  in  a  Bag,  Carlos. 
(f^?  Carlos.)  J 

Carlos.  1  Ay,  in  a  Bag  of  Money,  I  fee  it  to  my  fbrrow. 
(^ajide,)  J  Try  iiis  Wit,  Signior,  you  11  find  him  as  heavy 
as  Lead.  iJfide  to  Loi^cz. 

Lop,    7  So  his  Mony  be  Silver,  I^re  not. 
(to  Smch.)  i  Come  Cavalier,  what  fay  you  to  my  Daughter  ? 

Sanch.  Why,  I  fay,  I  was  relolv'd  to  Love  the  firft  Fair 
Lady  that  I  met. 

Dalind.  Oh  Lord,  Sir  / 

Carlos.  7  Do  but  mark  his  Breeding, 
(to  Lopez,.)S 

Lop.  I  like  him  never  the  worfe  for  his  Plain-Dealing. 
Dali/2.  Bluntnefs,  methinks,  becomes  a  Souldier. 
Carlos,  o  How  Naturally  Old  Men  take  to  Riches,  and 
(afide.^  J  Women  to  Fools. 

Lopez.  7  You  have  made  a  Noble  Declaration  of  your 
(to  Smch^  J  Love,  Sir, 

With  a  handfbme  Prefent  of  two  hundred  Piftols. 

Sanch.  What,  I  hope  I  have  not  miftaken  Papers,  and  fent 
you  my  Letter  of  Exchange  for  200  Piftols,  charg'd  upon  the 
Banker  Porto  Carrero :  Pray  return  that  Letter,  Madam  ; 
and  rU  look  out  for  another,  that  fhall  Treat  only  of  dry 
Love,  without  thofe  terrible  Appendixes. 

Dalind.  Why,  did  not  ye  intend  this  for  me,  Cavalier  ? 

Sanch.  No,  you  fhall  hear  me  rap  out  all  the  Oaths  in 
Chriftendom,  tliat  I  am  wholly  Innocent  ot  this  Accufation. 

Dalind.  Come,  you  bely  your  Noble  Nature ;  look  upon 
tne  agen  CavaUer,  {fife  makes  the  Doux  Yeux  to  him.} 

And  then  Examine  your  own  Heart, 
If  you  meant  it  not  to  me. 

^amh.  Nay,  I  confefs  my  Heart  beats  a  charge  towards  ye : 
(To  Carl.)  And  yet  Two  Hundred  Piftols,  is  a  Twinging 
Samm  for  one  kind  Look,  Carlos  ! 

Carlos^ 
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Carlos.        Damnable  hard  Penny-worth/   hold  you 
(jo  him^  J  there,  Don  Smcho. 

[Dalinda  looks    on  him  agen^  more  fweetly. 
Sanck  She  has  two  Etevils  in  her  Eyes,  thatlaft  Ogle  was 
a  lick-penny.    Well^  Madam,   I  Dedicate  tliofe  fair  Two 
Hundred  Piftols,  to  your  more  fair  Hand :  And  now  you  have 
have  Received  em,  I  meant  'em  to  you. 

Dalind.  And,  in  requital,  I  recieve  you  for  my  Servant, 
Cavalier. 

Carlos.  -rDamn  him  for  his  awkward  Liberality,  he's 

{afide.^  ^always  Covetous, 
But  when  'tis  to  do  me  a  mifchief. 

Lofez.  7  He's  come  on  again,  my  Heart  was  almoft  at  : 
(to  Dalmd.^Jmy  Mouth. 

Now,  Mrs.  Minion,  let  me  take  you  to  task  in  private. 

[_Dram  her  afide  a  little. 
What  hope  have  you,  of  the  Conde  Don  Alonzo  De  Cardonal 

Dalind.  Little  or  none ;  a  bare  pofTibility.  You  know  what 
has  pafs'd  betwixt  us* 

Lop.  But  luppofe  he  fhou'd  renew  liis  Love ;  had  you  ra- 
tlier  Marry  that  Rich  Okl  Cond^  y  or,  this  poor  Young  Rogue, 
Don  Carlos  ? 

Dalind.  This  Poor  Young  Rogue,  if  you  pleafe.  Father. 

Lop.  I  thought  as  much,  good  Madam ;  but  to  come  clofer 
to  the  prefent  Bufinefs,  betwixt  Don  Carlos  and  Don  Sanchoy 
That  is  to  fay,  a  Poor  Young  Wit,  and  a  Rich  Young  Fool ; 
put  the  Cafe  Gentlewoman,  which  of 'em  wou'd  you  chufe  ? 

Dalind.  If  it  were  not  for  meer  Neceflity,  I  have  a  kind  of  . 
a  loathing  to  a  Fool. 

Lopez..  The  more  Fool  you.  Madam* 

Dalind.  Wou'd  you  have  a  Race  of  Booby  Grandfons  f 

Lopez.. Thsit*s  as  your  Confcience  ferves  ye;  L  fay  only,  , 
that  your  Husband  fhall  be  a  Fool,  I  fay,  not  your  Childrens 
Father  fliall  be  one. 

Sancho.  TThis  is  a  plaguy  long  whifper,  I  do  not  like  it. 
(to  Carloss)iAnA  yet  now  I  think  on't,  my  left  Eye  itches, 
fome  good  luck  is  coming  towards-me. 

Lopezi . 
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Lotez.  7  rU  be  fhort  and  pithy  with  ye,  Don  Smcho^  I 
(to  them.y^t\\mk  they  call  ye  ?  If  out  of  my  abundant  Love, 
I  fliou'd  beltow  my  Dutiful  Daughter  on  you,  w^hat  kind  of 
Husband  wou'd  you  make  ? 

Samh.  Husband,  Senhor  ?  Why,  none  at  all.  None  of 
my  Predeceffors  were  ever  Marry 'd:  My  Father  and  my 
Mother  never  were,  and  I  will  not  be  the  firft  of  my  Family 
that  fliall  degenerate ;  I  thought  my  200  Piftols  would  have 
done  my  bufmefs  with  Dalinda^  and  a  little  winking  Mony 
with  you.  .  V 

Lop.  What,  wou'd  you  miake  me  a  Pimp  "my  own 
Daughter?  .  ;  ' '  ^     '  ' 

Ddind.  And  imagine  my  Chafbity  cou'd  be  corrupted  with 
a  petty  Bribe. 

Smch.  Nay,  I  am  not  fo  obftinate  neither,  againft  Mar- 
riage ;  Carlos  gave  me  this  wicked  Counfel,  on  purpofe  to 
banifli  me ;  and  in  revenge  to  him,  I  will  Marry. 
Lop.  I  hope  you'll  ask  her  leave  firft  ? 
Smch.  Plioo  !  I  take  that  for  granted  ;  no  Woman  has 
the  power  to  refift  my  Courtfhip. 

Lop.  Suppcfe  then,  as  before  fuppos'd;  what  kind  of 
Husband  wou'd  you  make  ? 

Sanch.  Then  to  'deal  roundly  with  you ;  I  wou'd  run  a 
rambling  my  felf,  and  leave  the  drudgery  of  my  Houfe  to  her 
management :  All  things  fhou'd  go  at  Sixes  and  Sevens,  for 
Sancho\  In  flioit,  Sennor,  I  will  be  as  Abfolute,  as  the 
Great  Turk,  and  take  as  little  care  of  my  People,  as  a 
Heathen  God. 

Lop.  Now,  Bon  Carlos^  v\4iat  fay  you  ? 
Carlos,  (afide.y  I'll  fit  'em' for  a  Husband : 
(To  Lopez)  Why,  Sennor,  T  vv^ou'd  be  the  moft  careful 
Creature  of  her  Bufinefs ;  I  wou'd  infpeft  every  thing,  wou'd 
manage  the  whole  Eftate  to  lave  her  the  trouble  ;  I  wou'd  be 
careful  of  her  Health,  by  keeping  her  within  doors;  flie 
fliou'd  neither  give  nor  receive  Vifits ;    ndr  kneel  at  Church 
among  the  Fops,  that  Look  one  way,  and  Pray  another. 
Dalind.  Oh  abominable  / 

Lopez, 
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Lopez.  Why,  thou  ungrateful  Fellow  /  wou'dft  thou  make 
a  Slave  of  my  Daughter  ?  And  leave  her  no  Bufmefs ;  that  is 
to  fay,  no  Authority  in  her  own  Houfe  ? 

Dalind.  Ay,  and  to  call  Fine  Young  Gentlemen  Fops  too  ? 
To  lock  me  up  from  Vifitants,  which  are  the  only  Cbmfort 
of  a  Difconfolate,  Miferable,  Married  Woman  ! 

Lopez.  And  'twere  not  for  fear  thou  fliou'dft  beat  me,  I 
cou'd  find  in  my  Heart  to  beat  thee.  Don  Sancho  I  have  an 
011a  at  home,  and  you  fliall  be  welcome  to  it.  Farewel 
Kinfman.  [T o  Carlos. 

[Exeunt  Lopez,  and  Sancho,  leading  out  Dalinda. 

Carlos.  Now,  If  I  had  another  Head,  I  cou'd  find  in  my 
Heart,  to  run  this  Head  againfl:  that  wall.  Nature  has  given 
me  my  Portion  in  Senfe,  with  a  Pox  to  her,  and  turn'd  me 
out  into  the  wide  World  to  ftarve  upon  it.  She  has  given 
Sancho  2Si  empty  Noddle  ;  but  Fortune  in  revenge  lias  fill'd 
his  Pockets  :  juft  a  Lord's  Eftate  in  Land  and  Wit.  Well 
I  have  loft  Dalinda  ;  and  fometliing  muft  be  done  to  under- 
mine Sancho  in  her  good  Opinion  :  Some  pernicious  Counfel 
muft  be  given  him  :  He  is  my  Ptince,  and  I  am  his  States- 
Man  ;  and  when  our  two  Interefts  come  to  clafh,.  I  hope  to 
make  a  meer  Monarch  of  him :  And  my  Hunger  is  fbmewhat 
in  my  way  to  quicken  my  Invention. 

Want  whets  the  Wit,  'tis  true ;  but  Wit  not  bleft 
With  Fortune's  Aid,  makes  Beggars  at  the  beft. 
Wit  is  not  fed,  but  fharpn'd  with  Applaufe, 
For  Wealth  is  folid  Food,  and  Wit  but  hungry  Saufe. 
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ACT   II.   SCENE  I. 

The  Scene  is  a  Bed-Chamber^  a  Couch  prepard^  and 
fet  fo  near  the  Pit  that  the  Audience  may  hear. 

\ 

Alphonfb  enters  with  a,  Book  in  his  hand^  and  Jits  ;  reads  to 
himfelf  a  little  while  :  Enter  Viftoria,  and  Jits  ly  him^ 
then  freaks. 

Vicio.  TF  on  your  Private  Bus'nefs  I  intrude, 

j[  Forgive  th'  excefs  of  Love  that  makes  me  rude : 
I  hope  your  ficknefs  has  not  reacht  your  Heart ; 
But  come  to  bear  a  fufF'ring  Sifter's  pait  ; 
Yet,  left  I  fhou'd  offend  you  by  my  ftay, 
Command  me  to  depart,  alld  I  obey. 

Alfhon,  The  Patient  who  has  pafs'd  a  fleeplefs  night, 
Is  far  lefs  pieas'd  with  his  Phyfician's  fight :  ' 
Welcome  thou  pleafing,  but  thou  Ihort  Reprieve ; 
To  eafe  my  Death,  but  not  to  make  me  hve. 
Welcome,  but  welcome  as  a  Winter's  Sun, 
That  riles  late,  and  is  too  quickly  gone. 

Vicio,  You  are  tlie  Star  of  Day,  the  publick  Light :  p 
And  I  am  but  your  Sifter  of  the  Night :  > 
Eclips'd  when  you  are  ablent  from  my  fight.  !> 

Jlphon.  Death  will  for  ever  take  me  from  your  Eyes ; 
But  grieve  not  you,  for  when  I  Sett,  you  Rife. 
Don  Garcia  has  deferv'd  to  be  your  Claoice,  ^ 
And  'tis  a  Brother's  Duty  to  rejoyce.  > 

Ficlo.  And  yet  methought  you  gave  him  not  your  Voice.j 

Alph.  You  law  a  fiidden  Sicknefs  left  me  weak ; 
I  had  no  Joy  to  give,  nor  Tongue  to  fpeak : 
And  tlierefore  I  withdrew,  to  feek  Relief 
In  Books,  the  fruitlefs  Remedies  of  Grie£ 

nsto.  But 
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ViBo.  But  tell  me  what  Philofopher  you  found 
To  cure  your  Pain  ? 

Al^h.  The  fitteftfor  my  Wound  ; 
Who  heft  the  gentle  Paffions  knows  to  move ; 
Ovid^  the  foft  Philofopher  of  Love  : 
His  Love  Efifiles  for  my  Friends  I  chofe ; 
For  there  I  found  the  Kindred  of  my  Wees. 

Vi5to.  His  Nymphs  the  Vows  of  Perjur'd  Men  deplore  \ 
One  in  the  Woods,  and  one  upon  the  Shear : 
All  are  at  length  forlaken  or  betray'd  ; 
And  the  falfe  Hero  leaves  the  faithful  Maid. 

Alfhon.  Not  all :  for  Linm  kept  his  Conftancy : 
And  one,  perhaps,  who  more  refembled  me. 

ViEto.  That' Letter  wou'd  I  view:  in  hope  to  find 
Some  Features  of  the  Fair  that  rules  your  Mind. 

Alflu  Read,  for  the  guilty  Page  is  doubled  down  : 
Tlie  Love  too  foon  will  make  the  Lover  known. 

{Giving  her  the  Book. 
Read,  if  you  dare,  and  when  the  Crime  you  fee,  y 
Accufe  my  cruel  Fate,  but  pity  me.  s 

FiSto.  (afde.J  'Tis  what  I  fear'd,  th' unhappy  O/^^^^^/ S 
Read  you ;  for  to  a  Brother  'twas  defign'd,  [To  him. 

And  fent  him  by  a  Sifter  much  too  kind. 

Alphonfb  takes  the  Booky  and  reads. 
Wljy  did  thy  Flames  beyond  a  Brother's  move  ? 
Why  lovd  I  thee  with  more  than  Sifte/s  Love? 

[He  looks  upon  her,  and  £he  holds  down  her  Head. 

He  reads  again. 
My  Cheeks  no  longer  did  their  Colour  boafi  : 
My  Food  grew  loathfom^  and  my  Strength  I  loji  : 
Stilly  ere  I  Jpoke^  a  figh  woud  fio^  my  Tongue  : 
Short  were  my  jlumbers^  and  my  Nights  were  long. 
I  knew  not  from  my  Love  thofe  Griefs  did  grow  : 
Tet  was^  alas  !  the  thing  I  did  not  know, 

[She  looks  on  him,  and  he  holds  down  his  Head. 

D  2  Forced 


20  Love  Trimphant  i  ot\ 

Forced  at  the  lafi^  mj  Ibameful  fain  I  tell. 

Ficto,  No  rriore :  We  know  our  mutual  Love  too  well. 

[Both  look  up^  and  meet  each  others  Eyes. 

Alph.  Two  Lines  in  reading  had  elcap'd  my  fight  : 
Shall  I  go  back,  and  do  the  Poet  right  ? 

yi5io.  Already  we  have  read  too  far^  I  fear  ; 
But  read  no  more  than  Modefty  may  bear. 

Alphonfo  reading, 
iw  /  lov'd  too^  and  knomng  not  my  mund^ 
A  fecret  Pleafure  in  thy  Kjjfes  found.  ^ 

£He  olfers  to  kifs  l^^r,  and  fhe  turns  her  Head  away. 
May  we  not  reprefent  the  Kifs  we  read  ? 

Fi^to.  Alphonfoy  no:'  Brother,  I  flaou'd  have  laid ! 

Alphonfo  residing  again. 
When  half  denying^  more  than  half  content^ 
'Embraces  warrnd  me  to  a  full  Confent  : 
Then^  with  tumultuous  ^oys^  my  Heart  did  heat : 
A?td  Guilt  that  made  ^em  Anxious^  made  "^em  Great, 

[She  fnatches  the  Book,  and  throws  it  down,  theii 
riles  and  walks,  he  riles  aUb.  . 

Vi^o.  Incendiary  Book,  Polluted  Flame,. 
Dare  not  to  tempt  the  Chafl:  Victoria'^  Fame. 
I  love,  perhaps,  more  than  a  . Sifter  Ihou'd  : 
And  Nature  prompts ;  but  Heav'n  reft  rains  my  Blood.. 
Keav'n  was  unkind,  to  fet  fo  ftriO:  a  Bound  : 
And  Love  wou'd  ftruggle  to  forbidden  Ground. 
Oh  let  us  gain  a  "Parthian  Viftory  ; 
Our  only  way  to  conquer,  is  to  fly. 

Alph.  No  more,  ViBoria ;  tho  my  Love  afpires 
More  high  than  yours,  and  fiercer  are  my  Fires : 
I  cannot  bear  your  looks  ;  new  Flames  arile 
From  ev'ry  Glance ;  and  kindle  from  your  Eyes. 
Pure  are  the  Beams  which  from  thofe  Suns  you  dart  \ 
But  gather  blacknefs  from  my  Iboty  Heart : 
Then  let  us  each  with  hafty  fteps  remove  ; 
Nor  fpread  Contagion,  where  we  meant  but  Love. 

Viito.  Hear 
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F0O,  Hear  Heav'n  and  Earth,  and  witnefs  to  my  Vows  ; 

And  Love,  thou  greateft  Power  that  Nature  knows  ; 

This  Heart,  Alfhonfo^  fhall  be  firmly  thLne ; 

Tliis  Hand  fhall  never  with  another  joyn. 

Or  if  by  force  my  Father  makes  me  wed  ; 

Then  Death  fhall  be  the  Bridegroom  of  my  Bed. 

Now  let  us  both  our  fhares  of  Sorrow  take  ; 

And  both  be  wretched  for  each  others  fake. 

Alfh.  By  thofe  relentlefs  Powers  that  rule  the  Skies ; 

And  by  a  greater  Power,  Fictorias  Eyes, 

No  Love  but  yours  fhall  touch  Jlfhonfds  Heart ; 

Nor  Time,  nor  Death,  my  vow'd  Affeftions  part. 
Nor  fhall  my  hated  Rival  live  to  fee 
That  hour  which  envious  Fate  denies  to  me. 
Now  ftal  we  both  our  Vows  with  one  dear  Kifs. 

Vi5io.  No,  'tis  a  hot,  and  an  inceftuous  Blifs ! 
Let  both  be  latisfi'd  with  what  we  furore  ; 
I  dare  not  give  it,  left  I  give  you  more. 

[Exit  Viftoria  lookmg  hack  on  hirn^  and 
he  gazing  on  her, 
Alph.  Oh  Raging,  Impious,  and  yet  hopelefs  Fire ; 
Not  daring  to  poflefs  what  I  defire. 
Condemn'd  to  fuffer  what  I  cannot  bear  ; 
Tortur'd  with  Love,  and  Furious  with  Defpair. 
Of  all  the  Pains  which  wretched  Mortals  prove, 
The  feweft  Remedies  belong  to  Love  : 
But  ours  has  none :  for  if  we  fhou*d  enjoy, 
Our  fatal  Cure  muft  both  of  us  deftroy. 
Oh  Dear  Vi^oria^  caufe  of  all  my  Pain  ! 
Oh  Dear  Victoria^  v/hom  I  wou'd  not  gain  ! 
Vi^oria^  for  whofe  fake  I  wou'd  furvive : 
yiStoriay  for  whole  fake  I  dare  not  live. 

Enter  Garcia  xvith  Attendants,    The  tno  Princes  faltae^  • 
hut  Alphonfo  very  coldly, 

Garci.  I  come  to  fhew  my  grief  for  your  Diftemper  : 
For  if  my  Noble  Brother  faw  my  Heart, 
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There  fhou'd  you  fiiid  a  Plain,  a  Holy  Frie^idlhip, 
Unmixt  with  Intereft,  equally  partaking 
Of  what  aflFefts  you,  both  ot  good  and  ill. 

Jlphon.  I  thank  you ;  but  my  Malady  increafe 
At  your  approach ;  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  wifli  you  better  health  than  I  can  boaft  ; 
And  to  my  felf  a  lonely  Privacy. 

Gam.  I  find  I  am  not  welcome  to  your  figlit : 
But  know  not  from  what  caufe. 

Alfhon.  7  My  furefl:  Remedy  is  in  you^abfence : 
(angrily.)  jTis  hard  my  Lodgings  cannot  be  my  own  ; 
But  importun'd  with  Vifits,  undefir*d  ; 
And  therefore,  I  miift  tell  you,  troublefbm. 

Garci.  'Tis  an  odd  v.^ay  of  entertaining  Friends. 
But  fince  I  find  you  difcompos'd  with  ficknefs. 
That  fliall  excuie  your  Humours ;  where  I  go 
I  liope  for  better  Welcome. 

Alfhon.  Sir,  I  mufb  ask  whom  you  pretend  to  vifit  ? 

Garci.  My  Miftrefs,  Prince. 

Alfhon.  Your  Miftrefs  !  who's  that  Miftrefs  ? 

Garci.  What  need  I  name  Victoria  f 

Alfhon.  Who  ?  my  Sifter  ? 

Garci.  Whom  elft  cou'd  you  imagine  ? 

Alfhon.  Any  other. 

Garci.  And  why  not  her  ? 

Alfhon.  Becaufe  I  know  not  if  fhe  will  admit  you. 

Garci.  Her  Father  has  allowed  it. 

Alfh.  But  not  flie; 
Or  if  both  have,  yet  my  confent  is  wanting. 
You  take  upon  you  in  a  Foreign  Kingdom, 
As  if  you  were  at  home  in  your  Navarre. 

Garci.  And  you,  methinks. 
As  if  you  had  no  Father,  or  no  King. 
Farewell,  I  will  not  ftay. 

Alphon.  You  flaall  not  go: 
Thus  as  I  am,  thus  fingle,  thus  unarm'd, 
And  you  with  Guards  attended  

Gar. 
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Gar.  You  Teach  me  to  forget  the  Rule  of  Manners. 
Alph.  I  mean  to  Teach  you  better,, 

[^As  Garcia  is  going  to  fafs  by  him^  Alphonfo  runs  to  one  of 
his  Attendants^  and  fnatches  his  Sword  awajy  then  fiefs 
between  Garcia  and  the  Door. 

Enter  Veramond  and  Ximena,  Attended. 

Vera.  What  means  tliis  rude  Behaviour  in  my  Court  ? 
As  if  our  Arragon  were  turn  d  to  Thrace ; 
Unhofpitable  to  her  Guefts,  and  thou 
Alfhonfo^  a  Lycurgus. 

Aifhon.  He  would  pals 
Without  my  Sifter  s  leave,  into  her  Lodgings, 
By  Heav'n,  if  this  be  fuffer'd  to  proceed, 
The  next  will  be,  to  Treat  the  Royal  Maid 
As  courfly,  as  fhe  were  fbme  Suburb  Girl. 

Gar.  (to  Vera.)  Had  I  not  your  Permiflion,  Sir  ? 

Vera.  You  had. 
But  thefe,  Alfhonfo^  are  tliy  Ruffian  Manners.  . 
How  dar'ft  thou,  Boy,  to  break  my  Orders, 
And  then  afperfe  thy  Sifter  with  thy  Crime  ? 

Alphon.  She  laid  his  Prefence  was  unpleafing  to  her. 

Vera.  Come,  thou  bely'ft  her  Innocence  and  Duty  i 
She  did  not,  durft  not,  fay  it. 

Alfh.  If  fhe  did  not, 
I  dare,  and  will  maintain  to  all  the  World, 
That  Garcia^  is  not  v/orthy  of  my  Sifter. 

Vera.  Not  worthy? 

Alfhon^  No  ;  I  fay  once  more,  not  worthy. 

Garcia.  Not  in  my  felf ;  for  who  deferves  ViSoria  ? 
But,  fince  her  Royal  Father  bids  me  hope, 
Not  lefs  unworthy  than  another  Prince. 
(To  Ver.)  And  none,  with  your  permiffion,  Sir,  fliall  dare 
To  interpofe,  betwixt  my  Love  and  Me. 

Alph.  Sure  a  lefs  Price  than  our  Infanta's  Bed, 
Might  pay  thee  for  thy  Mercenary  Troops. 

Vera.  Peace,  Infolent,  too  long  I  have  indur'd 
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I  hy  Haughty  Soul,  untam'd  and  turbulent : 
J3ur,  if  I  i-ive,  this  fliall  not  pafs  unpuniflit ; 
Darknefs  and  Chains,  are  Medicines  for  a  Madman. 

Xmem.  My  Lord,  I  humbly  beg  you,  Ipare  your  Soil ; 
And  add  not  Fury  to  a  Raging  Fire. 
He  foon  will  recoUefl:  his  fcatter'd  Reafbn ; 
Which  Heat  of  Youth,  and  Sicknefs,  and  Fatigues, 
Have  diffipated  in  his  boyhng  Blood. 
Give  him  but  time,  and  then  his  Temperate  Humour 
Will  foon  rerarn  into  the  Native  Chanil^l ; 
And,  unoppos'd,  be  calm. 

f^era.  No,  never  more  : 
The  Moon  has  roul'd  above  his  Head,  and  turn'd  it ; 
As  Peals  of  Thunder  fow  r  the  generous  Wine. 
(To  J/ph.)  Hence  from  my  Prefence  thou,  no  more  my  Son. 

Ximem.  If  he  be  Mad,  be  Madnefs  his  excufe ; 
And  Pardon  Nature's  Error,  not  his  own. 

rera.  Ximena^  you  have  fonded  him  to  this  ; 
I  Prophefied  ;  and  now  'tis  come  to  pafs. 

Gar.  Perhaps,  I  interrupted  him  too  rudely : 
And  fince  I  caus'd,  my  felf,  that  ill  Reception, 
Forgive  our  mutual  Faults. 

Vera.  You  fball  prevail ; 
Tho'  he  deferves  not  fiich  an  IntercelTcr : 
(To  Alphon^  Retire,  Alfhonfo^  to  your  inmoft  Lodgings ; 
And  there  inclofe  your  felf,  and  mourn  your  Crimes  : 
Be  this  your  laft  Relapfe  ;  the  next  is  Fatal. 

Alfhon.  I  will  retire. 
But,  if  I  am  a  Madman,  as  you  fay ; 
And  as  I  half  believe,  expeft  no  Cure, 
But  in  Alphonfds  Death.  [Alphonfo^e^i  w. 

Ximena.  (aftde.)  It  works  apace:: 
But  whither  it  w^ill  tend.  Heaven  only  know^s. 

[Veramondy^f  J-  the  Book  upon  the  Ground^  mi  takes  it  up. 
^  Vera.  This  Book  Ik:  left ;  go'bear  it  after  him. 
Yet  ftay,  I  know  not  why, '  but  fomewhat  prompts  me 
To  Read  this  folded  Page. 
(1 0  Garcia:)  ^Go,  Royal  Youth, 

I  wou'd 
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I  wou*d  my  felf  conduft  you  to  ViSiorU : 
But  Lovers  need  no  Guide  to  their  Defires : 
And  Love  no  Witnels,  but  himfelf  Requires. 

^Exeunt  the  Kjng  mi  Queen  one  my^  with  their  Attendants  '^ 
and  Don  Garcia  rvith  hisy  another. 

ri&e  S  C  E  N  E,   A  Street. 

Enter  Carlos,  before  Don  Lopez  his  Doer. 

Carlos.  That's  the  Door  of  Lo^e'Z^  and  Sancho  mufl:  come 
out  this  way  -;  now  Fool  fit  faft,  for  thou  fhalt  not  want  for 
peftilent  Aavice :  But  firft,  I  muft  know,  how  far  thou  haft 
proceeded  with  the  Father  and  the  Daugliter,  that  I  may 
know  what  Drugs  I  muft  prepare,  for  the  prefent  Condition 
of  my  Patient ;  oh,  the  Door  opens  already,  and  he  bolts  out 
fingle,  as  I  wiflit. 

Enter  Sancho,  picking  his  Teeth. 

Sancho.  What,  Carlos,  you  have  Din'd  before  me ;  but,  lu 
may  be,  you  ha' not  far'd  fb  welL 

Carlos.  The  beft  part  of  your  Entertainment,  I  fuppofe, 
was  the  DelTert  of  the  Fair  Dalinda  after  Dinner  ;  and  how, 
and  how,  go  Matters  ? 

Sancho.  Better  than  thou  wou'dft  have  'em,  thou  wou  dft 
have  put  a  fpoke  in  my  Wheel,  I  know  it. 

Carlos.  No,  Fortune  always  lets  thofe  of  your  Admirable 
Underftanding  uppermoft  ;  but  remember,  Dalinda  was  once 
mine,  however. 

Sancho.  Thou  wou  dft  not  have  me  give  the  Box  away, 
when  I  have  thrown  SevenfCome,  fet  upon  it  what  thou  dar'ft, 
and  rie  give  thee  leave  to  do  thy  wcrft. 

Carlos.  You  are  very  confident  of  your  good  Luck. 

Sancho.  Thou  know'ft,  I  have  a  perpetual  afcendant  over 
thee. 

E  Carlos. 
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Carl.  And  you  are  fure  to  carry  her  ? 
Samh.  She  is  fond  of  my  Perfon ,  flie  ogled  me  all  Din- 
ner time  ;  fhe  put  her  foot  under  the  Table,  and  trod  upon 
mine ;  and  if  thefe  are  net  certain  Symptoms  of  Paffion, 
tlie  Devil's  in  Womankind. 
''  Car/.  And  her  Father?  ^ 

Sa/tch.  The  gcodeft  Old  Man  ;  lie  drank  my  Health  to 
his  Daughter  ;  and  I,  to  comply  with  my  Obligation,  an- 
fwer'd  the  Challenge  ;  there  I  tliink  I  was  with  her  a- 
gain.  ^ 

Carl.  You  have  no  more  to  do  but  to  take  out  a  Li- 
cence. 

Sa^ch,  Indeed  I  have  her  Licence  for  it. 

Carl.  What,  quibbling  too  in  your  Profperity  ?  If  you 
let  another  I  fliall  be  inrag'd.  But  you  have  not  told  me 
that  her  Father  is  confenting. 

Samh,  In  a  manner  :  But  

Carl.  But  what ;  is  he  not  ablblutely  yours  ? 

Sa^ch.  There's  a  fmall  demur  upon  the  matter  ;  in  fhort, 
he  hit  me  in  the  Teeth  with  a  damnable  Rich  Old  Co^de ; 
who,  I  find,  has  been  dabbling  with  tliis  Covetous  Old 
Huncks ;  but,  bating  him,  Do?^  Lopez  tells  me  I  fhall  be 
the  welcomeft  Man  alive. 

Carl.  Do  you  know  that  Condes  Name?  • 
Sanch.  Don  fbmething  de  Cardona^  whom  the  Devil  con- 
found. 

Carl.  My  old  Acquaintance  \>  he  charged  with  me  in 
the  Battel,  but  what  became  of  him  I  know  not  ;  if  he 
be  the  Man,  defpair  betimes,  Sancho^  he'll  revenge  my 
Quarrel,  and  carry  her  in  fpight  of  you. 

Sanch.  I  am  cunning,  j^ou  know  ;  and  I  believe  he  nam'd 
that  curfed  Conde^  only  to  draw  me  on  the  fafter. 

CarL  And  do  you  think  a  Gentleman  can  fucceed  againft 
a  Condey  with  a  Woman  ? 

Sancb.  Why  not  ? 

CarL  No  more  than  a  Conde  againft  a  Duke,  and  fb  up- 
wards^ 

Abandon 
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Abandon  her,  I  fay. 

Sxrjch.  No ;  I  am  refolute. 

Carl.  To  be  the  Shoemg-horn  for  the  Conde  ? 

Sanch,  I  confefs,  I  wou  a  not  be  the  Shoemg-horn  to  draw 
liim  on. 

Carl.  No ;  for  that's  to  be  a  Pimp  for  him.  ^ 

Sanch.  Right ;  therefore  I  will  leave  her. 

Carl.  Then  go  back ;  and  quarrel  with  her  and  her  Fa- 
ther ;  Go,  I  fay,  immediately  before  your  Virtue  cools. 

Samh.  Ill  give  'em  their  own,  I'll  warrant  'em :  what, 
make  a  Shoeing-horn  of  a  Man  of  Honour  ? 

[£a7>  Sancho. 

Carl,  (alone.)  If  the  Conde  be  in  Love,  then  why  fliou'd 
Lofez>  admit  of  Sancho  for  a  Suitor  ;  if  not,  the  Fool  is 
in  the  right,  that  it  was  only  feign'd  to  draw  him  on. 
However,  my  advice  will  ftrike  on  both  fides ;  for  if 

Sancho  quarrels  he's  difcarded,  and  for  the  Conde^  ^iiay 

a  little  What  if  I  fhou'd  play  this  Conde     I  know 

liim,  and  can  Mimmick  him  exattiy,  'tis  but  a  Jeft  if  I 
am  difcovered  ;  and  if  the  Conde  loves  her,  and  llie  him, 

then  I  marry  her  in  liis  fliape  Oh,  they  are  coming 

out  to  quarrel  in  the  open  Air ;  for  the  Houfe  is  grown 
too  hot  tor  'em ;  but  I  dare  not  lie  y  to  lee  the  Battel,  for 
fear  of  getting  blows  on  both  fides. 

{_Exit  Carlos. 

Enter  Lopez,  Dalinda,  and  Sancho. 

Lofez.  ril  wait  upon  you  out  of  my  Houfe,  howe- 
ver. 

Sanch.  Father-in-Law,  that  might  liave  been,  no  more 
Ceremonies,  Til  be  no  Shoeing-liorn  for  any  Man. 

Lof.  You  wou'd  not  be  my  Daughter's  hinderance  ? 

Sanch.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid  on't ;  but  either  a  Bar- 
gain, or  no  Bargain. 

Lof.  A  Bargain,  if  -the  Conde  comes  not  on. 

Sanch.  Then  as  he  comes  on,  I  muft  go  oif,  with  a  Pox 
to  you  ;  and  to  your  Daughter. 

E  2  Valhrd. 
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Dalind,  At  ieaft  it  lliall  not  be  a  Pox  of  your  giving. 

Smch.  Tlie  Co?7de*s  Pox  take  you  then  ;  that's  an  Honou- 
rable Pox  defcended  in  a  right  Line  from  Don  Rodoric  the 
GoHj,  ril  warrant  you. 

Lop.  Indeed,  if  your  Eftate  were  as  great  as  liis— - 

Sa;7ch.  Nay,  for  that  matter  I  can  drop  Gold  with  him, 
as  Httie  as  I  care  for  her. 
,  Dalind.  But  then  his  Title  ? 

Smch.  I  have  more  Gold  yet,  to  w^igh  down  his  Parch- 
ment. And  then  my  Wit  againft  a  Conde^s  Wit,  that's  for 
Overplus  ;  for  tho  I  fay  it  

Lop.  Who  fhou'd  not  fay  it. 

Samh.  Yet  I  do  fay  it,  and  will  fay  it,  efpecially  as 
Lords  go  now  :  Come,  there's  no  more  to  be  faid,  Lopez  ; 
but  take  back  your  Trumpery,  I  mean  your  Daughter ;  or 
I'll  fend  for  the  Scavenger  with  a  Dung  Cart. 
Lap.  This  is  infufFerable :  and  by  this  Honourable  Beard* — 
Sanch.  Which  I'll  pull  off  by  handfuls,  if  you  fwagger — 
Lop.  (afide  to  Da/mda.')  What  fhall  we  do  with  this  Mad- 
man, Daughter? 

Dalmd.  You  fhou'd  fend  for  an  Alguazile  to  order  him,  if 
I  were  fiire  that  the  Conde  wou'd  come  on  again ;  but  fince 
that's  uncertain,  go  in.  Father,  and  let  me  alone  with  him, 
if  I  make  him  your  Son-in-Law,  that's  Punifliment  fiifficient 
for  him. 

Lop.  Well,  Cavalier,  you  may  chance  to  hear  of  me. 

lExk  Lopez, 

Sanck  Yes,  and  of  your  Daughter  too,  in  the  next  Lam- 
poon, I  doubt  not  (To  Dalinda.)  Why  don't  you 
follow  him  ?  What  do  you  and  I  together,  Madam  Coun- 
tefs? 

Dalind.  Nay,  I  know  not^ 

Sanch.  NovA  neither. 

Ddind.  I  hope  you  will  not  beat  me. 

[She  looks  languijhingly  upon  him. 

Samh.  I  can't  tell  that  Thou  haft  a  damnable  kind 

of  lear  that  wou'd  provoke  me  to  fomething  I  fay 
not  what*. 

Dalinda 
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Dalind.  Beat  me  with  my  own  hand,  if  I  deferve  it, 
there  'tis  for  you, 

[_Gives  him  her  hcinci^  and  fmeezes  his. 

Sanch.  If  I  fhould  beat  thee  now,  as  thou  han:  deferv'd 
richly,  I  cou'd  make  thee  iatisfaciion. 

Dalind.  Indeed,  they  fay  an  old  Man  fhou'd  never  beat 
a  young  Woman,  becaufe  he  cannot  make  her  fatisfa- 
ftion. 

Sanch.  Abominable  Chuck.  If  I  did  not  hate  thee  mor- 
tally, I  cou'd  be  content  to  love  thee  for  a  quarter  of  an 

hour,  or  fo  Why,  what's  here  to  do  ?  You  are  at  your 

old  tricks,  again :  Prithee,  fweet  Devil,  do  not  ogle  me,, 
nor  fqueeze  my  Palm  fo  feeUngly,  thou  dear  Infernal,  do 
not, 

Dalind.  Why,  do  I  hurt  you  ? 

Sanch.  No,  but  thou  tickleft  me  to  the  very  Heart-ftrings,., 
moft  wickedly. 

Dalind.  You  command  me  then  to  leave  you  ? 

[Seems  to  he  going.:. 
Sanch.  Not  command  you  neither,  not  abfblutely. 
Dalind.  I  go  then  

Sanch.  Then  I  do  command  thee  -I  mean,  to  ftay 

a  little  longer.    Thou  haft  fir'd  my  blood  moft  horribly, . 
with  that  fqueezing ;  haft  not  thou  the  Itch  ?  fpeak.  Dam- 
nation, I  think  I  nave  got  the  Infeftion  of  thee  

[He  'jhakes  his  hands. . 
Dalind.  Til  go  and  comfort  my  poor  old  Father,  for  the 
Affront  you  gave  him. 

Sanch.  No,  Perverlenefs ;  I'll  make  thee  ftay,  in  very  ; 
Ipight  of  thy  proud  Sex  I'll  humble  thee. 

Dalind.  But  was  not  you  a  grievous  Man  to  ufe  him  fo  ? 
You  fhall  tell  me,  or  I  break  your  Fingers. 

Sanch.  Not  a  word,  to  fave  thee  from  Perdition ;  I  anx  > 
as  dumb  as  a  Heathen  Oracle. 

DaL  Then  I  muft  iqueeze  it  out  of  you  

[PreJJing  his  hand  again. 

Sanch.  Ah,  ah,  it  runs  through  me  like  Wild  Fire  

[Pa?7ting^ 
Dalindm 
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Dal.  Did  not  Carlos  give  you  tliis  naughty  Counfel  ? 

San.  I  fhou'd  not  anfwcr  thee,  I  know  it.  Heartlykins, 
this  is  juft  cramping  a  Man  when  he's  afleep,  to  make 
him  tell  his  Dream;  let  go  my  hand,  and  Carlos  did  not 
advifeme,  but  hold  it,  and  he  did;  now  will  you  be  at  quiet 
with  me  ? 

DaL  Not,  till  you  promife  m^e  to  be  Friends  with  my 
Father.  V 

San.  Well,  confound  thee,  I  am  Friends  with  him. 

Dal.  And  to  banilli  Carlos  for  an  Evil  Counlellor. 

San.  Upon  condition,  you'l  difcharge  the  Coiint  from  fee- 
ing you.  ^-j^ 

Dal.  No  Conditions,  either  iiirrender  upon  Dilcretion,  or 
rle  put  you  to  the  Sword. 

San.  Pox  on  thee,  for  being  fb  Tyrannical,  but  I  can't  help 
my  felf,  and  therefore  I  totally  fubmit. 

Dal.  Now  then,  you  fnall  perceive  how  Gracious  a  Prin- 
cefs  I  intend  to  be ;  my  Father  dotes  upon  this  Count,  but  I 
defpifehim. 

San.  That's  a  good  Girl ;  for  Love  of  me.  Tie  warrant  you. 

Dal.  You  think  I  cokes  you  now. 

San.  No,  I  know  my  own  Merit  too  well  for  that. 

Dal.  Then  do  what  I  advife  you  ;  my  Father  has  not  often 
feen  this  Count ;  what  if  you  fhou'd  pafs  for  him  ? 

San.  Hum,  I  do  not  apprehend  thee. 

Dal.  A  Man  of  your  Wit,  and  be  fo  ftupid ;  you  fhall 
counterfeit  the  Count. 

Sanch.  Counterfeit  the  Count,  that's  a  pure  quibble,  but  I 
can  make  no  more  on't. 

Dal.  He's  an  Old  Fellow,  and  a  Fool ;  now,  you  fhall  take 
upon  you  to  be  this  Count,  to  deceive  my  Father;  and  Tie 
keep  your  Counfel,  and  Teach  you  how  to  Reprefent  him. 

San.  Oh,  now  I  underftand  you  ;  but  'tis  impoffible  forme 
to  counterfeit  a  Fool. 

Dal.  rie  Warrant  you,  truft  Nature. 
San.  A  Man  of  my  Senfe,  can  never  hide  his  Parts. 
Dal.  No,  but  you  may  fhew  'em ;  go  back  to  your  Lodg- 
ings, rie  provide  you  Cloaths,  and  lend  you  Direftions  in 

Writing, 
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Writing,  how  to  behave  your  felf  before  my  Father  

One  word  more,  be  fure  you  nianage  this  in  private,  and  fhut 
out  Carlos^  left  he  lliould  dilcover  our  Intriegue. 

San.  Well,  I  will  Itrive  for  once  to  get  the  better  of  my 
Wit,  and  play  the  Natural  as  naturally  as  I  can,  but  you  had 
better  come  your  felf  and  Teach  me,  for  you  have  put  m^e  in 
a  pure  w^ay  of  taking  your  Inftruftions. 

\_Exit  Sancho. 

Ddind.  (alone.^  When  I  confider  what  has  pafs'd  between 
the  Count  and  me,  there's  little  Reafon  to  believe,  a  Man 
flbou'd  put  on  a  foul  Shirt  again,  when  he  has  put  it  off  al- 
ready, and  has  change  of  Linnen  by  him ;  however,  my 
Father  fliall  know  notiiing  of  this  Difguife,  for  he  that  fold 
my  firft  Maidenhead  to  the  Lord,  may  fell  my  fecond  to  the 
Fool ;  and  that  wou'd  be  too  much  in  Confcience,  that  a 
Woman  once  in  twdce,  fhou'd  not  have  the  Letting  her  own 
Freehold  ;  and  therefore,  I  will  have  the  Selling  of  my  felf, 
and  Sancho^  fhall  have  the  refufal  of  the  Bargain. 

Wife  Heav'n,  in  pity  to  the  Sex,  defign'd 
Fools,  for  the  laft  Relief  of  Womankind. 
Two  Married  Wits,  no  quiet  can  enjoy : 
Two  Fools  together  wou'd  the  Houfe  deftroy. 
But  Providence,  to  level  Humane  Life, 
Made  the  Fool  Husband,  for  the  Witty  Wife. 

[Exit  Dalinda. 
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C  T   IIL   SCENE  L 

The  Scene^  Vidoria's  Chamber. 

£;^^er  AlphonfCy  with  Mufick. 
Song  is  Sung :  when  it  is  he^z^mmg^  Victoria  Enters^ 

Song  of  Jealmfe. 


WHat  State  of  Life  cm  he  fo  blejl 
As  Love^  that  rvarms  a  Love/s  Breajl  ? 
Tm  Souls  in  one^  the  fame  defre 
To  grant  the  Bltfs^  and  to  require  ! 
But  if  in  Heaven  a  Hell  tve  fnd^ 
"^Tis  all  from  thee^ 
0  Jealoujie  f 
*Tis  all  from  thee^ 
0  Jealoujie  ! 

ThouTyrantj  Tyrant  Jealoufey 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind ! 

2. 

All  other  ills^  tho  fbarp  they  prove^ 
Serve  to  refine^  and  perfect  Love : 
In  abfencej  or  unkind  difdain^ 
Sweet  Hope  relieves  the  Lever* s  pain : 
But  ah^  no  Cure  hut  Death  wefindy 
To  fet  us  free 
From  Jealoujie: 
0  Jealoujie ! 

Thou  Tyrant y  Tyrant  Jealouftty 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind. 
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Falfsy  in  thy  GUfs  all Ohj^lts  an, 
*  Some  fet  too  mar,  andfometoofar: 

Thou  art  the  Fire  cf  eridlefs  Night, 
The  Fire  that  hums,  and  gives  no  LigHt, 
^  All  Torments  of  the  Damrid  wefnd 
In  only  thee 
0  Jealoufie! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Tyrant  Jealoujie, 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind ! 

[Exeunt  Mufitians. 

Jlphon.  '^T^  I S  true,  my  Tyrant  Father  has  confinM  me ; 

X    But  Love,  who  traverfes  the  World  at/  will, 
Who  knows  not  Awe,  nor  Law,  nor  Parentage, 
Has  broke  my  Tedder,  and  enlargM  my  bounds. 

Vt£i.  Retire  betimes,  the  Court  is  full  of  Eyes ; 
As  Eagles  fharp,  fatal  as  Bafilifques  ; 
Who  Live  on  Looking,  and  who  See  to  Death. 

Alfhon.  I  come  but  to  depart,  and  go  for  ever  : 
Becaufe  denied  the  common  Rights  of  Nature  ; 
Which  the  jpirft  Brother,  and  Firft  Sifter  had.  ■ 
Why,  were  not  you  and  I  that  Happy  Pair  ? 
But  Nature  doats  with  Age. 

Vi^l.  What-e're  it  be,  'tis  paft  redreis,  Alphonfo. 
Alfhon.  But  then,  fhall  G^m/^  take  thee  in  his  Arms  ? 
Glutted  with  Joys,  which  I  v/ouM  dye  to  Taft  : 
No,  let  me  ftab  the  Wretch  in  evejy  Vein  ^ 
And  leave  him  dry  of  Pleafure,  eVe  we  part. 

Vi6t.  Alfhonfo,  no,  you  cannot  Kill  Don  Garcia^ 
But  you  declare  the  Caufe,  and  own  your  Love. 

Alphon.  And  what  care  I,  what  after  Ages  fay 
Alfhonfo  did,  to  make  Alfhonfo  Happy 
But  oh,  you  Love ;  and  wou'd  preferve  his  Life 
To  be  for  ever  his. 

ViB.  My  Deareft  Brother : 
I  Hate  your  Rival,  and  I  Dye  for  you. 
All  but  my  Spotlefs  Honour  lhall  be  yours.       .        .  >  i . 
Alphon,  By  Heaven  !  but  that  v/ord  Heaven  comes  crbfs 

F  my 
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my  Thoughts  

Vict.  Beware  ;  for  by  my  own,  I  guefs  your  Paffion. 
\o\x  wouM  I  fear  

Alfhon.  Enjoy  my  Heaven  one  moment,  

Vict.  And  part  with  it  for  ever  :  TJiink  on  that. 

Alfhon.  That  moment  were  Eternity  in  Httle  :  % 
A  mighty  Summ,  but  taken  on  content ; 
To  fave  the  tedious  telhng  o're  and  oVe. 

Vict,  Oh,  we  are  too  long  together. 

Alfhon.  Fear  you  that  ? 

ViB.  I  ought  to  fear  it ;  but  I  truft  my  Virtue. 
Depart,  my  Soul,  I  will  not  ask  you  whither  ; 
For  fear,  I  fliou'd  Repent  of  my  Repentance  ; 
And  follow  you  to  Death. 

Alfhon.  I  go,  ViBoria  : 
But  Love's  cold  Fit  of  Jealoufie  returns ; 
You  muft  not  be  Don  Gania^s  ;  Swear,  you  will  not. 

Vict.  I  Svv^ear  I  will  not,  by  my  own  confent.  • 

Alfhon.  You  may  be  forc'd ;  oh,  curled  Jealoufie, 
Thou  Baftard  Son  of  Love,  unlike  thy  Father, 
Why  doft  thou  ftill  Torment  me  f 

ViB.  Truft  my  Honour. 

Alfhon.  That  may  be  chaft  into  a  warmth,  Victoria. 
Talli,  Seeing,  Touching,  are  Incendiaries. 
And  thefe  may  mount  your  Young  Defires,  like  Straw 
To  meet  the  Jett  that  draws  you. 

yi6t.  Truft  my  Love. 

Alfhon.  I  Swear  I  truft  it,  but  I  fear  your  Beauty : 
Tis  a  fair  Fruit  that  haogs  upon  the  Bough  : 
Tempts  and  is  Tempted. 

Vi6t.'  'Tis  indeed  a  Fruit  y 
Seen  and  defir'd  of  all,  while  yet  unpulPd, 
But  can  be  gather'd  by  one  only  Hand. 

Alfhon.  That  one,  is  Garcia ;  ftill  the  Fit  returns ; 
I  wifli  my  Jealoufie  cou'd  quench  my  Love. 

ViB.  It  cannot,  if  I  meafiire  yovrs  by  mine 
Or  if  extinguiCht,  like  a  trail  of  Irnoak 
From  a  Wax  Taper,  fton  wou'd  light  again. 
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Alfhon.  'Tis  fo,  for  when  I  fay  I  will  not  Love, 
Then  I  Love  moft :  Farewell  my  only  Joy, 
I  go  to  liide  me  from  the  World  and  you. 

As  when  the  Sun  is  down, 
His  Light  is  dipt  into  a  thoufand  Stars, 
So  your  fweet  Image,  tho  you  fhine  not  on  me, 
Will  guild  the  horrour  of  the  Night,  and  make 
A  pleafing  Scene  of  folitary  Grief. 

Enter  Veramond  and  Ximena,  he  with  m  Ovid 
in  his  hmd. 

Vera.  How  dar'ft  thou,  Rebel,  thus  provoke  my  Patience, 
Bej^ond  all  fufferance,  and  tranfgrefs  thy  Bounds  ? 

jUphon.Whcn  Kings  and  Fathers,on  their  Sons  and  Subjefts 
Exaa  intollerable  things  to  bear, 
Nature  and  Self-defence  difpence  with  Duty. 

Fera.  Oh  Heav'n,  what  horrid  Sin  have  I  committed  / 
That  I  was  punifli'd  to  beget  this  Son  ? 

Jlph.  I  cou'd  ask  Heaven  another  Queftion  too  ; 
But  that  'tis  not  fo  decent :  In  few  words, 
Hither  I  came  to  take  my  lateft  leave 
Of  dear  ViStoria^  then  depart  for  ever. 
And  buried  in  fome  folitary  Cave, 
Forgetting  and  forgotten,  end  my  Days. 

Vera.  'Tis  what  thou  hafl  defervM :  perform  thy  Pennance. 
Ximen.  So  hard  a  Sentence  for  fb  finall  a  Fault  r 
Are  you  a  Father,  Sir  ? 

Vera.  Is  he  a  Son  ? 
Thou-know'fl  not  his  Offence. 
But  maf k  the  glowing  Blood,  the  guilty  Flulh 
Upon  Vt£ioria\  Face,  and  read  it  there. 
'  Xmen.  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 
Vera.  ViBoria^  fpeak 

And  clear  your  felf  She  anfwers  not  a  word. 

Nay  then  my  fears  are  true,  on  both  fides  guilty. 
Vicio.  (^afide.)  'Tis  found  ;  and  we  are  lofl, 

F  2  rer^^. 
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Vera,  But  what  needs  more  Conviction :  Know  you  this  ? 

{Shewing  the  Ovid  to  Alphonfo. 
This  Book  the  Tutor  of  Inceftuous  Love  ? 
The  Page  is  doubled  down,  and  points  thee  to  thy  Crime. 
I  fearM,  before,  from  every  rolhng  glance  ; 
How  quick  they  fhot  upon  thy  Sifter's  Face : 
And  flie  received  them  all,  like  imoaking  Flax  ; 
Confefs'd  the  Fire,  and  anfwer'd  to  the  Flame. 

Vici.  I  Love  my  Brother,  and  avow  that  Fire : 
His  Love  to  me,  has  rais'd  his  Noble  Thoughts 
To  Brave  Atchievements,  for  your  Crown  and  you. 
For  Love's  the  Steel,  that  ftrikes  upon  the  Flint  : 
Gives  Coldnefs  Heat,  exeitsthe  hidden  Flame  ; 
And  fpreads  the  Sparkles  round,  to  warm  the  World.  • 

Vera,  Oil  Heav'ns,  fhe  makes  a  Merit  of  her  Crime. 
Victor ia,y  I  wou'dyet  tliink  better  of  thee, 
And  therefore  dare  I  not  enquire  too  far  ; 
Willing  to  doubt  the  Guilt  I  fear  to  find. 
Depart,  and  Anfwer  not.                        \Exit  Vi£loria. 
For  thee,  whom  I  abhor  to  call  my  Son,         \To  Alphonfo. 
And  wifh  thou  wert  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  

Ximem.  (afde,)  That  was  a  happy  hint ;  I  muft  improve  it. 

Vera,  One  way,  and  only  one,  remains  to  clear  tliee  : 
If,  with  a  Holy  Fire,  thou  Lov'ft  thy  Sifter, 
Afpiring  but  to  Fame,  not  finking  down 
Into  th'abyfs  of  Luft  unnatural, 
Confent  that  fhe  may  be  Don  GarciAS  Wife  ; 
Elie  give  the  Lye  to  all  thy  fair  Pretences ; 
And  ftand  exposed  a  Monfter  of  Mankind  ; 
Foul  as  the  Fiends,  which  fell  from  Hea\^n's  liigh  Tpwers, 
Fall  thou  from  Empire  fb ;  and  fi'om  my  fight ; 
Depart,  Accurft  for  ever. 

J/ph,  Gladly  I  leave  you ;  but  fliall  go  more  lightly, 
If  eas'd  of  this  your  dreaded  Imprecation  : 
O  /  let  me  go  unloaded  Vv'itli  your  Curfe  ; 
And  I  will  blefs  you  for  mv  Banifhment. 

Vera.  So  mav  that  Bleffing  or  that  Curfe  o'retake  thee. 
As  thou  Obey'ft  or  Difobev'ft  my  Will. 

Jlfh. 
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Alph.  Giiiltlefs  of  Sin,  with  Confcience  to  my  Friend, 
I  go,  to  fhun  that  fatal  Hour,  that  fhews  me 
Vi^orm  Married,  and  Alphonfo  loft. 

{Hes  going, 

Ximen^.  Stay  yet,  Alphonfo ;  for  one  moment  ftay : 
For  fbmewhat,  if  I  durft,  I  have  to  {peak. 
Which  wou'd  at  leaft  take  half  thy  load  away  ; 
And  free  thy  llioulders  from  the  weight  of  Sin. 

f^era.  Ximenaj  dar'ft  thou  hope  to  palliate  Inceft, 
And  gild  fb  black  a  Crime  ? 

Ximena.  I  gild  it  not ;  but  if  I  prove  it  none. 
You  may  be  kind,  Alphonfo  may  be  happy. 
And  thefe  Domeftick  Jarrs,  for  ever  ceale. 
Vera.  Explain  your  felf. 
Ximena.  Afford  me  then  your  Patience. 
A  mighty  Secret  labours  in  my  Soul, 
And  like  a  rufhing  Stream  breaks  down  the  Dam  j 
This  day  muft  give  it  vent,  it  refts  in  you 
To  make  it  end  in  a  Tempeftuous  Night, 
Or  in  a  Glorious  Evening. 
yera.  No  more  Preface. 

XimenA.  You  wonder  at  Alphonfo's  haughty  Carriage, 
His  fiery  Temper,  and  liis  awlefs  Mind. 

Vera.  Too  true,  Ximena. 

Ximena.  And  he  wonders  more 
At  your  harfli  Nature,  and  your  rugged  uiage. 
On  each  fide  unbecoming  Son  and  Father  ; 
And  yet  the  caufe  of  both  is  to  be  found. 
But  e  re  I  farther  fhall  proceed  to  fpeak  ; 
Command  your  Royal  Prifoner  to  be  brought ; 
For  I  muft  be  confronted  with  Ramirez  : 
And  in  his  Prefence  tell  you  wondrous  things ; 
Which  if  he  vouch  not,  let  Ximena  Dye. 

Vera.  I  fent  for  liim  to  hear  his  final  Doom  : 
And  think  he  waits  without. 
Admit  the  Prifoner. 

{He goes  to  the  Door  and  fpeaks. 


Emer 
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Enter  Ramirez,  -  G^Wf^/. 

Now,  Sir,  is  yet  your  Haughty  Soul  refblv*d 
To  quit  your  empty  Title  for  your  Freedom  ? 

Xifnem.  Ramrez^  an{\ver  iK^t,  to  raife  liis  Paffion  : 
For  now  tli*  important  Secret  of  our  Lives 
Muft  come  to  Publick  view ;  and  on  that  hinge 
Depends  thy  Crown,  thy  Liberty,  and  Life, 
My  Honour  and  thy  Son's. 

Jipho.  (afide,)  Wiiat  means  my  Mother  ? 
Vera,  A  Son,  Ramirez,  ? 
Ram,  Yes,  a  Son  I  had. 
Fera.  He  Dyed  an  Infant  here  in  Saragoffa, 
Ram.  A  hving  Son  I  have ;  and  fmce  the  Queen 
Is  pleasM  t'  expofe  my  Life, 
Before  a  Judge  fo  prejudiced  as  you : 
Undaunted  in  the  Face  of  Death  I  (peak  ; 
And  claim  Alphonfo  mine. 

Vera.  There  needs  no  more ;  I  fpare  thee  all  the  reft : 
My  Wife's  Adultery,  thy  foul  Interloping  ; 
My  own  Diflionour,  and  that  Baftard's  Birth. 

Ximena.  Injurious  words,  unfitting  you  to  fpeak  ; ' 
And  me,  my  Lord,  and  thofeconcern'd  tohear, 

Jiph.(to  Fera,)Thd^  I  wou'd  give  what  e're  the  Sun  beholds 
Not  to  be  yours  j  yet,  when  my  Mother's  Fame 
Is  queftionM,  none  fhall  wrong  her  Innocence ; 
Nor  fliall  Ramirez  go 
Unpunifht  for  that  Infamous  Afperfion. 
Ramir,  Alphotjfo^  Peace,  your  Father  bids  you  Peace. 
Vera.  Then,  what  am  I 
Ramir.  His  Fofter-Father. 
Vera,  Impudently  faid  : 
And  yet  I  hope  'tis  true  ;  fo  much  I  hate  liim, 
That  I  cou'd  buy  the  Publick  Scorn,  to  be 
An  Aliai  to  his  Blood, 

Xtmena.  Have  patience,  Sir  j 
And  you  fhall  have  your  wifh,  on  chcaj^er  Terms, 

But 
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But  hear  me  fpeak. 

f^era.  GoodHeav'n,  then  give  me  patience. 
Ximena.  When  you  and  brave  then  your  Friend, 

Me  and  my  Sifter  Married,  four  full  Years 
We  pafs'd  in  Barren  Wedlock,  Childlefs  both  ; 
Ramirez.^  you  remember,  brought  his  Queen 
To  Saragojfa  on  a  friendly  Vifit : 
Then  as  we  both  were  Married  on  one  day  y 
We  both  Conceived  together. 

f^era,  I  obferve  it : 
That  when  Ramirez  C2imQy  you  both  Conceived. 
Mark  that ;  and  if  thou  haft  the  Face,  proceed. 

Ximerja.  My  Lord,  I  dare ;  ^  ^ 

You  took  me  once  afide  ;  and  as  your  Rage 
Inf^ir'd  your  Soul,  fpoke  thus ;  Ximem^  know 
That  if  the  Fruit  thou  bear'ft,  be  not  a  Son, 
Henceforth,  no  more  my  Queen,  we  part  for  ever. 
The  word  was  hard,  I  bore  it  as  I  cou'd  ; 
I  PrayM,  and  Heav'n  in  pity  heard  my  Vows : 
Two  Boys  in  one  fair  Morning  were  difclos'd ; 
By  me,  and  by  my  Sifter. 

And  both  the  Fathers  equally  were  Bleft. 

Vet  A,  Say  one  was  Bleft  with  two ;  and  fpeak  more  truly.. 
Ximena.  Forbear  this  Language,  Sir;  or  I  am  Dumb; 

It  leems  that  you  defervM  not  him  you  had  : 

For,  in  fev'n  days,  Heav'n  Raviftit  your  Alphonfo ; 

My  Sifter's  little  Veramond  furviv'd. 

And  ftie's  a  Living  Witnefs  of  this  Truth. 

Great  was  my  Grief ;  but  greater  was  my  Fear, 

From  your  (alas)  too  much  experienced  Anger. 

Thus  low  reduc'd,  and  urg'd  by  anxious  Thoughts, 

Of  what  I  might  expe£t  from  your  unkindnefs  — — - 

Now  fpeak,  Ramirez, ;  and  relate  the  reft  ; 

For  my  1  ongue  falters,  and  denies  its  OiRce  ; 

So  much  I  fear  my  Lord  fhou'd  take  offence. 

Ramir,  Then  like,  or  difapprove  it,  thus  it  was. 

She  told  my  Wife  and  me  this  mournful  Storv, 

Her  Fears  for  thy  Relentment  of  thy  lofs, 
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If  by  misfortune  it  ftiou'd  reach  thy  Ears : 
BeggM  Secrefie,  and  then  Implor'd  our  Aid, 
To  liibftitute  the  Living  for  tlie  Dead  ; 
And  make  our  Veramond  pafs  for  thy  Al^honfo. 
A  hard  Requeft,  but  with  compaflion  movM, 
At  length,  'twas  granted. 
Fera.  Is  this  true,  Ximena^ 

Ximen.  So  Heav  nand  you  forgive  my  Pious  Fraud, 
As  what  he  fays  is  certain, 

Alfh.  Oh  Joyful  News,  Oh  Happy  Day ;  too  good 

To  end  in  Night,  My  Father,  and  my  King. 

[Rum    Ramirez,  kneels  to  him^  md  kijjis  his  Hand. 
My  Soul  foreknew  you  with  a  fure  prefage 
Of  Native  Duty,  and  Inftinfliive  Love. 

Ramir.  Arife,  my  Son.  • 

Vera.  You  own  him  then  ? 

Ramir.  I  do. 

Vera.  A  welcome  riddance ; 
Mean  time,  in  profp^  of  a  double  Crown, 
You  gave  the  Sparrow  leave  to  brood  upon 
The  Cuckoo's  Egg. 

Ramir.  The  advantage  was  to  you ; 
He  provM  his  Blood  upon  me  when  wefought* 
Fierce  Eagles  never  procreate  fearftil  Doves : 
I  fent  him  word  he  was  my  Son,  before 
The  Battel,  but  the  Hand  of  Fate  was  in  it : 
The  Note  mifcarried,  and  we  blindly  met. 

Ximena.  Paft  Accidents  imbitter  both  your  Minds. 
Think  forwards  on  your  mutual  Literefts ; 
Alphonfo  Loves  Victoria: 
I  mw  it  in  the  Seeds,  before  difclosM 
To  other  Eyes;  conniv'd at  it,  approved  it. 

Vera.  A  moft  commodious  Mother  / 

Ximena.  Blame  me  not  ; 
Guilt  there  was  none,  but  in  their  apprehenfion : 
And  both  their  Virtues  bar'd  ill  conlequences. 
Now  take  the  blefl  occafion  by  the  foretop  ; 
And ,  on  their  Marriage  found  A  lafting  Peace. 

Ramir. 
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Ramir.  A  trivial  Accident  begot  this  War. 

Some  paltry  bounds  of  ill  diftinguiflit  Earth ; 

A  clod  that  lay  betwixt  us  unafcertaiiiM ; 

And  Royal  Pride,  on  both  fides,  drew  our  Swords  : 

Thus  Monarchs  quarrel,  and  their  Subjefts  bleed. 

Remove  your  Land-marks,  fet  'em  where  you  pleafe: 

Stretch  out  your  Arragon  on  my  Qafiile  j 

And  be  once  more  my  Brother. 
Al^h.  I  implore  it: 

And  proftrate,  beg  your  Pardon,  and  your  Grace  j 

I  have  offended  in  my  Proud  Behaviour  \ 

But  make  Vi^orU  mine,  and  what  your  Son 

In  Duty  wanted,  by  your  Son-in-Law 
Shall  doubly  be  lupplyM. 

Ximem.  What,  wou*d  you  more  ? 
Vera .  (to  her?)  Are  you  the  Mediatrix  of  this  Peace  f 
Ximen.  It  well  becomes  the  foftnefs  of  my  Sex ; 
To  mediate  for  fweet  Peace,  the  beft  of  Bleumgs, 
And  like  a  Sahine  Wife,  to  run  betwixt 
Relations  lifted  Swords. 

Vera.  A  rare  Chafte  Sah/m,  you  ! 
To  fave  th'  Adulterer  of  thy  Husband's  Bed: 
See  there  Alfhonfoh  Father,  that  Old  Goat, 
Who  on.  Two  Sifters  propagated  Luft : 
And  Got  two  Children;  for  himfelf  and  me. 
Suppole  thee  Chafte,  a  favourable  Guefs 
To  any  of  thy  Sex,  thefe  are  my  Foes. 
(To  Ramirez.)  Thou  firft,  the  former  fharer  of  my  Sheets  : 
A  King  without  a  Kingdom,  thine  is  Conquered  j  ' 
And  Garcia  with  Victoria  fhall  enjoy  it. 

Ramirez.  So  monftroufly  you  wrong  your  Wife  and  me—- 

Vera.  No  more,  my  Will  is  Law.  ' 

Ramir.  So  Tyrants  fay. 

Vera.  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak,  condud  him  hence ; 
And  ftew  him  in  the  Dungeon^  depth  with  Toads. 

[The  Guards  carry  ^^^Ramirez.  j 
(To  Alfhon.)  For  thee  the  worthy  Son  of  fuch  a  Father—  ■ 

[Walks  by  himfelf ^ 
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Ximen.    VTis  defp'rate  now  ;  and  rwitliill-timM  zeal, 
(to  J/pho^.)jH3.YC  haftn'd  your  deftrudion. 

Jlfhonfo.  (to  her.)  You  have  Sav'd  me. 

Fera.^aJide.jS^iY  ^  fhou  d  put  th'  ungrateful  Wretch  to  Death, 
He's  thought  my  Son,  and  whilft  fo  thought,  'tis  dangerous. 
Imprifon  him  ;  the  People  might  R  ebel  : 
He's  Popular,  and  I  am  ill-^elov'd. 
Then  Banifh  him,  that's  beft,  but  yet  unfafe  : 
He  may  with  F  oreign  Aid  Reconquer  all. 
ril  venture  that,  with  Garcia  to  my  Friend  ; 
He  floall  recall  his  Troops,  mine  are  at  hand 
And  ready  preft  for  Service. 

[//f  co??7es  to  Alph.  and  Ximena. 

Ximen,  Now  the  ftorm» 

Vera,    TThy  Doom's  refolv'd :  too  gentle  for  thy  Crimes : 
(To  Jlph.)Sl  fpare  thy  Life,  depart  to  Banifhment ; 
To  morrow  leave  the  Realm,  this  day  the  Town  : 
And  like  the  Scape-Goat  driv'n  into  the  Defart, 
Bear  all  ill  Omens  with  thee. 

Jlfh.  Proud  of  my  Exile,  with  erefted  Face, 
I  leave  your  Court,  your  Town,  and  your  Dominions. 
Pleas'd  that  I  Love,  at  leall  without  a  Crime ; 
Lighter  by  what  I  loft  :  I  tread  in  Air 
Unhappy,  but  Triumphant  in  defpair. 

[£jf/>  Alphonfo. 
P^era.  Behold  how  haughtily  he  ftrides  aw^ay, 
Lofty  and  bold  ;  as  if  not  Banifht  hence. 
But  feeking  for  fbme  other  place  to  Reign. 
I  think  he  cannot  hope  ;  but  left  he  fhou'd, 
Victoria  fbon  fhall  be  Don  Garcia  s  Bride. 
(To  Ximen.)  Go,  Madam,  for  I  know  you  are  in  haftc, 
To  greet  your  Daughter  with  this  goodly  News. 
Tell  her,  Jlphonfo  is  no  more  my  Son. 
But  tell  her  too,  he  fhall  not  be  her  Husband.^ 
Bid  her  prepare  her  felf  to  Wed  Navarr  : 
Whether  by  force  or  by  confenf,  I  care  not : 
To  morrow  flmll  determine  that  Affair. 

»»  Nor 
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Nor  fliall  my  Will  be  fruftrate,  or  delayed  : 
Kings  are  not  Kings,  unlefs  they  be  obey'd. 

'  j;  •  on  3H      [Exeunt  Avcho. 


The  Scene  is  in  the  Street,  before  Lopez  5  Houfe. 

Enter  Sancho,  Habited  like  Don  Alonzo  de  Cardona. 
Daiinda  meeting  him. 

Ddin.  I  watch'd  your  coming  at  the  Window,  and  told 
my  Father :  He's  coming  out  to  welcome  you. 

Sanch.  But  if  I  chance  to  break  out  into  a  little  Wit  fome- 
times,  youllexcufe  my  frailty. 

Dalin.  Pugh,  you  are  fb  liilpicious  of  your  felf,  and  liave 
fb  little  reafon  for't :  be  as  witty  as  you  can ;  I  fear  you 
not. 


lEnter  Don  Lopez,  and  fdutes  him. 

Lof.  Noble  Conde^  you  are  welcome  from  the  Wars : 
and  who  did  beft  in  the  Battel,  I  befeech  your  Honour  ? 

Sanch.  Why,  next  my  Honour,  one  Colonel  Sancho  did 
beft. 

Lop:  Who,  Sancho  ?  he's  little  better  than  a  Coxcomb. 

Sanch.  Nay,  he  has  too  much  Wit ;  if  he  had  as  much 
Grace,  'twou'd  be  better  for  him. 

Lof.  But  he's  your  Lordfbip's  Rival  in  my  Daughter. 

Sanch.  Is  he  fb  ?  then  make  much  of  him,  Old  Gentleman. 

Lop.  You  wou'd  not  have  me  prefer  him  to  your  Excel- 
lency? 

Sanch.  Faith,  you  can  hardly  chufe  amifs  betwixt  us  two  \ 
lle*s  my  other  ftlf,  Man. 

Lop.  I  make  a  vaft  difference  betwixt 

Sanch.  That  fliall  be  aver-  good  left  between  you  and 
me  another  time.  -  j  q 

Dalin.  (aftde.)  The  Fool's  too  much  a  Fool,  he's  going  to 
difcover  himfelf,  if  j  prevent  it  not.    (To  Lopez.)  Make 

Q  g  halle, 
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hafte,  Father,  and  put  him  upon  the  Pome,  or  he'll  give 
rre  up  to  Sancho, 

Lof.  Let  Smcho  be  no  Fool,  fince  your  Lordfhip  pleafes^ 
for  he  is  not  bound  to  make  my  Daughter  any  fatisfaftion, 
as  you  are. 

Samh.  And  fatisfaftioi^  fhe  fhall  have  :  What,-  I  hope 
you  don't  tliink  I  am  an  Eunuch? 

Dak  (afde.J  Oh  Heaven !  I  flballbe  ruin'd  between  them, 
I  forgot  to  niftrud  my  Father  not  to  meddle  with  that  Points 
(To  Lopez.)  Say  no  more  of  it,  I  befeech  you.  Sir. 

Lop.  (to  her.)  'Tis  for  thy  good  \  let  me  alone :  You  know 
you  have  injur'd  the  poor  Girl,  my  Lorxf. 

Smch.  Not  to  my  Remembrance,  Sennor ;  You.  and  I 
may  have  quarreled,  I  confefs,  and  I  think  I  may  have 
given  you  fome  hard  words  to  day- 

Dd.  (aftde.)  Now  has  he  forgotten  he's  my  Lord,  andis^ 
harping  upon  the  Quarrel  he  had  with  him^  as  Sancho ;  this, 
muft  end  in  my  Deftruftion. 

Lop.  Your  Lordfliip  and  I  can  have  had  no  Quarrel  to 
day,  for  I  have  not  leen  you  this  Twelve-month. 

Samh.  That's  true ;  now  I  remember  my  felf,  you  have 
not. 

Lop.  But  that  you  have  wrong'd  my  Daughter  is  manifeft^^ 
^  Dal.  (to  Sanch!)  Sir,  I  muft  needs  Ipeak  a  word  with  you 
in  private ;  if  you  love  me,  confefs  you  have  enjoy'd  me 
*  fer  I  told  my  Father  fb  on  purpofc  to  make  him  the  more 
condefcending  to  the  Match. 

San^.  (to  her.)  A  word  to  the  Wife,  I  underftand  you ; 
Now  you  fhall  fee  me  top  upon  the  old  Fellow. 

(To  Lopez.)  Well,  Sennor,  I  won't  itand  with  you  for  a 
Night's  Lodging  with  your  Daughter  ;  I  acknowledge  I 
have  been  a  little  famiUar  with  her,  or  fo :  but  to  make  her 
amends  I  will  marry  her,  and  confummate  with  her  mofl 
abundantly*^ 

Lop.  Then  all  fhall  be  fet  right,  and  the  Man  fh^ll  have 
his  Mare  again . 


Nature  t^ili  frevail  '  4^ 


Ent^  Carlos  habited  like  Sanclio. 

Lop.  What,  another  Don  Alonzo  ?  tliis  is  Prodigious ! 

Carl,  (afide^  feei?ig  Sancho.)  Blefs  me,  the  Poft  is  taken  up 
already,  and  the  true  Count  is  here  before  me. 

Ddl,  (dftde.)  This  is  not  my  Conde :  but  fbme  other  Coun- 
terferfeit.  {To  Sancho.)  You  are  as  tme  a  Count  as  he : 
Stand  to  your  Likenefs. 

Samh.  Wou'd  I  were  out  of  my  Likenefs. 

[Sneaki'/ig  back, 

Dal.  Put  forward,  Man,  Fli  iecond  you.  ^  ^  r 

SapKh.  But  wliat  a  Devilifli  high  Back  he  has  gotten  too, 
he'll  carry  me  away  a  pick  a  pack,  that's  certain. 

Carl,  fafide.J  I  hnd  him  now :  by  their  whifpering, 
and  by  his  aukwardnefs,  this  muft  be  Sam;ho  \  and  Til  out- 
face him. 

(J^o  Lopez.)  Sennbr  Doti  Lofez^  I  am  come  by  yoiif  Per-  ^ 
million,  to  renew  my  Addreffes  to  your  fair  Daughter. 
Lof.  Your  Lordfhip  is  moft  welcome. 
Sanck  Whofe  Lordfliip  ? 

Lop.  Why,  one  of  your  Lordfhips ;  I  know  not  which ; 
for  by  your  Backs  you  are  both  my  Lords :  That's  as  you 
two  can  agree  the  matter*  r 

Sanck  (to  Carlos.^  Sirrah,  where  did  you  fteal  that  Back- 
of  mine? 

Carl.  Sirrah,  I  was  born  with  it ;  but  what  He  Cammel : 
has  your  Mother  been  dealing  wdthal,  that  you  are  begot- 
ten  in  my  Refemblance  ? 

Sanck  What,  I  hope  you  won't  pretend  to  pafs  for  the  . 
true  Conde  ? 

Carl.  I  am  Don  Jlon^o  de  C/^rdona. 

Sanck  And  lb  am  I. 

Carl.  If  you  ftay  a  little  longer,  Til  ftretch  your  Bones:  * 
till  you  areas  ftreight  as  an  Arrow. 

Sanck  Do  not  provoke  tne ;  I  am  mifchievoufly  bent. 

Carl.  Nay,  you  are  bent  enough  in  Confcience^  but  I  have 
a- bent  Fill  for  Boxjiig. 

*  •  Sanck 
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ia^ch.  And  lliavea  ftreight  Foot  for  Kicking. 

\1  hey,  corns jip  to  e^ch  other. 

Lop.  Here  will  be  Blood-llied  immediately  ;  hold  Noble-r 
men  both ;  will  ye  be  content  that  I  fhould  examine  ye ; 
and  then  ftand  to  my  award  which  is  the  true  Conde. 

Sanch.  Well,  to  lav^  Chriftian  Blood,.  I  _  will. 

CarL  And  to  fave  Jewafh  Blood,  that's  your  Blood,  Sirrah, 
I  am  contented  too. 

Lop.  (to  Carlos.)  What  Command  had  you,  my  Lord,  in 
the  laft  Battel  ?  1  u  ijo  W  . -CAX^r 

Carl.  I  had  none  ;  I  was  a  Volunteer,  and  ChargM  with 
Honourable  Colonel .  C2ir/t?j  in  the  Fight. 

Lop^  (to  Sancho.^  And  what  Command  had  your  LordHiip 
there  ? 

Sanch.  I  had  none  neither ;  and  I  chargM  with  that  Rogue, 
Carlos. 

Lop.  (ajide.)  So  far  they  are  both  right,  as  I  have  heard. 
(T^j  Sancho.)  And  what  became  of  you  afterwards  ? 

Sanch.  Now  I  am  pos'd  ;  for  Carlos  told  me  he  knew  no- 
thing of  the  Count  afterwards :  Sennor,  I  do  not  well  re- 
member what  became  of  me,  for  I  was  in  a  very  great 
Pallion  ;  but  I  did  prodigious  tilings,  that's  certain, 

Carl,  (to  Lop.}  Sennor,  you  may  fee  he's  a  Counterfeit, 
becaufe  he  knows  nothing  of  himfelf ;  but  I,  the  true  Cmde^ 
^as  trodden  under  the  Horfbs  Feet,  and  lay  for  dead  above 
half  an  hour. 

Sanch.  Well  j  and  now  I  remember  my  felf,  I  was  laid 
for  dead  too  for  juft  about  Iialf  a  yean 

Lop.  (to  Dalind.)  Tfm  is  the  wrong  Lord,  he  can  fay 
nothing  but  w^hat  the  otlier  Lord  has  laid  before  him. 

Dalin.  Then  he's  the  likelier  to  be  the  true  Conde^  for  he's 
a  Fool,  Father. 

Carl.  You  fee,  Sennor,  he  does  not  remember  what  be- 
came of  him,  as  I  laid  before. 

Sanch.  How  wou'd  you  have  a  Man  remember,  when  he 
was  laid  for  dead  ? 

Carl.  But  I  recoyer'd,  Rogue,  and  purfu'd  the  Enemy. 

Sanch.  And  I  recovered,  ai.d  purfu'd  'em  too,  tor  above 
an  hundred  miles  together,  at  full  fpeed.  Lop.  That's 
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Lop.  That^s  farther  than  you  needed  by  threefcore  miles  ; 
for  'tis  but  forty  from  the  place  of  Bat lel" to  the  City. 

Carl.  Yes,  at  fulKfpeed  upon  the  fame  Horfe,  and'  never 
drew  Bit  neither. 

Sa/^ch.  (to  Dalm.)  Heip  me.  dear  Dalinda  !  I  am  Bogg'd, 
you  fee. 

Dalin.  (fo  him.y  Th^t's  with  pLirfuing  your  Enemies  too 

far ;  but  Til  help  you  out  again  (To  Lopez.)  Pray,  Sir, 

let  me  examine  'em  a  little. 

Lop.  You'll  make  nothing  of  that  firft  Co/^de. 

Dalin.  Yes,  a  Son-in-Law,  I  warrant  you. 
(To  them^  Which  of  you  two  promised  me  Marriage  ? 

Both.  I  did. 

'Dalin.  (to  Carl.)  And  did  you  enjoy  me  ? 

Carl.  Heaven  forbid,  Madam :  what,  before  Marriage  ? 

Dalin.  (to  Sanch.^  And  what  did  you  ?  • 

Sanch.  I  did  enjoy  her,  fbl  did  :  and  there  I  was  before 
you,  for  a  falfe         as  you  are.  -         •    ^  ; 

Carl.  Speak  for  your  felf,  Madam,  and  clear  your  Rejiu- 
tation,  from  that  Icandalous  Companion. 

Dalin.  ( with  her  Fan  before  her  face.)  I  muft  confefs  the  true 
Conde  has  enjoy'd  me  ;  the  more  my  Frailty. 

Lop.  The  matter  mends  on  that  fide. 

Sanch.  Now  Good  man  Goofe-cap,  who's  the  moft^a  Man 
of  Honour,  he  who  has  enjoy 'd  a  fair  Lady,  or  he  who  has 
only  lickt  liis  Lips,  and  gone  without  her  f 

Carl,  (afde.)  I  jfee  fhe  takes  his  part ;  this  is  all  a  Lye 
contriv'd  betwixt  em. 

Enter  a  Mejjenger. 

Meff.  (to  Dalind.)  Madam,  I  am  fent  to  you  on  a  fad 
Errand  from  the  late  Conde  Don  Jlonz.Oy  who  was  kilFd  in 
the  lafl  Battel. 

Lop.  You  are  miftaken.  Friend ;  for  here  he  flands  alive, 
and  well.  [Pointing  to  Sancho. 

And  for  fear  of  failing,  here's  a  Counterpart  of  liim. 

[Pointing  to  Carlos. 

Meff.  Do 
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Mejf.  Do  not  abufe  your  felf,  Sennor ;  neither  of  thefe  is 
the  true  Conde  :  I  took  him  from  under  the  Horfes  Feet,  and 
he  had  only  life  enough  to  lay,  Ranehibei  me  to  my  fair 
Dalinda. 

Lop.  (to  Santh.)  What  does  your  Lordftiip  fay  to  this  ? 
Sanch.  He  was  fairly  kill'd,  I  muft  confefs :  but  I  can 
give  you  a  better  account  of  his  Lordlhip  afterwards. 
Lop.  You  ?  why,  who  are  you  ? 
San€^.  Nay,  I  am  he  too. 

MeJJ.  You  fee  he's  a  Counterfeit ;  and  fo  is  the  other. 
Lop.  'Tis  too  true. 

Dal.  pid  the  Cc/ule  leave  me  nothing  in  his  Will 
Mejf.  Not  a  Crofs,  Madam. 

Dah^.  There*s  the  fame  Payment  for  your  News :  be 
gone,  poor  Fellow.  [Exit  Meffe^ger. 

Carl.  At  leaft  I  have  the  fatisfaclion  that  he's  difeover'd 
as  well  as  I  am.  [Thromng  off  fame fart  of  his  Difgutfe. 

Now,  Sancho,  you  are  welcome  to  the  difcovery  of  your  fine 
Intrigue. 

Lop.  Then,  Samhoy  I  make  good  my  word  to  you;  fince 
the  Conde  is  dead,  you  ftand  faireft  for  my  Daughter  ;  and 
you,  Coufin  Carlos^,  with  your  Wit  and  your  Poverty,  are 
in  Statu  Quo  :  Come  away,  Son-in-Law,  and  leave  the  for- 
fyjen  Lover  to  make  himfelf  a  Willow  Garland. 

[Exeunt  Sancho,  iopez,  md  Dalinda. 
Carl.  Yet  if  I  cou'd  hinder  Sancho  from  marrying  her,  I 
fhou'd  make  my  felf  feme  fatisfadion.    I'll  think  on't  far- 
ther ;  and  fomething  comes  into  my  head  already. 

[Stands  mujing, 

:Enter  Alphonfo. 

Jlph.  Now  Carlo/y  what  make  you  here  in  this  Difguife  ? 
I  have  been  looking  for  you  at  leaft  half  an  hour. 

C/trl  'Only  a  Mafquerade,-Sir,  an  innocent  Diverfion  in 
times  of  Peace. 

Jlph.  ]Sio  J  Carlos  J  thek  are  times  of  War,  not  Peaces'' 
I  muft  abruptly  tell  you  what  is  paft  : 
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I  am  Ramirez  Son,  not  f^eramo^d*s^ 

I  love  Fi6torUy  and  for  her  am  banifht. 

Carl.  Juft  my  own  condition :  I  have  had  a  Revolution 
in  my  finaii  Affairs  too ;  I  am  banifht,  and  going  to  look 
for  the  next  commodious  Tree  to  make  a  v^ry  Face  upon  iu 

Alfh.  I  know  you  Brave ;  and  if  you  love  me  ftill^ 
Follow  my  Fortune ;  yours  fhall  be  my  Care, 
Our  Army  lies  Encamp*d  without  the  Walls : 
Your  Regiment  is  Quarter'd  in  the  Town  : 
I  thiok  I  can  with  eafe  Revolt  the  Troops, 
Becaufe  they  love  me ;  and  with  their  Affiftance, 
Releafe  my  Father  ;  and  redeem  my  Miftrefs :  '■ 
Wliile  you  and  yours,  at  an  appointed  Signal, 
Procure  me  Entrance. 

C^r/.  Right;  and  force  the  Gate/ 

Alfh.  That*s  all  I  ask :  I  tliink  my  felf  as  worthy 
To  wed  Vi^ortA^  as  this  Foreign  Prince: 
But  if  you  find  Reludance  to  this  Aftion, 
Now  {peak,  that  I  may  feek  fbme  other  Friend. 

Carl  No,  Sir ;  I  lhall  never  break  with  you  for  fb  finall 
a  matter  as  a  Rebellion,  I  warrant  you  for  my  Souldiers 
they'll  never  flinch,  when  there's  a  Town  to  Plunder,  ^ 

Alfh.  The  Signal  and  the  Time  fliall  be  concerted  ; 
ViSlorU  be  the  Word 

That  happy  Name  our  bold  Attempt  fhall  blefs ; 
And  give  an  Omen  of  aflur'd  Succeft.  ' 

{Exeunt  feverally. 
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ACT   IV,   S  C  E  N  E  1. 


The  Scene  a  Street  5  with  a  Temple  at  a  dijlance. 

Enter  Garcia,  mth  n  Letter  m  his  Hmd\  Ximena 

Celidea. 

GArcU.  ]i  >C  A  Y  I  believe  you,  'tis  Ficiorus  Hand  ? 
iVX  For  'tis  a  ftrange  Requeft. 

Ximen.  So  may  it  move  your  Moble  Mind  to  pity,. 
As  what  the  Paper  tells  you  is  moft  true. 
She  gave  it  me  ;  and  with  a  thoufand  fighs, 
Begg'd  me  to  recommend  her  Life,  her  Love, 
And  all  her  hopes  of  Happinefs  toyou. 

Garc.  To  break  my  Marriage  off,  renounce  her  Bed,. 
To  ftand  excluded  from  my  promis'd  Blifs, 
And  as  my  proper  Aft  to  do  all  this  ? 
Difdainful,  Faithlefs,  and  Ungrateful  Maid  / 

Celid.  Difdainful  and  Ungrateful ;  but  not  Faithlefs* 
Becaufe  flie  never  vow'd  nor  promis'd  Love ; 
But  only  to  Alfhonfo. 

Xime.  They  lov'd  not  as  a  Brother  and  a  Siiler, 
But  as  the  Fair  and  Brave  each  other  Love. 
For  fj^mpathy  of  Souls  infpirM  their  Paflion. 

Gar.  That  fympathy  which  made  him  Love 
Has  caus'd  the  fame  effect  of  Love  in  me. 

Celid.  But  not  in  her :  Slie  Lov*d  him  firft,  my  Lord  ^ 
And  you  Befieg'd  a  Town  already  his. 
As  you  for  her,  others  may  Dye  for  you  ; 
And  plead  that  Argument  to  hope  your  Love, 
If  tlie  fame  Reaibn  hold. 

Gar.  No  doubt  it  wou'd, 
Were  not  my  Soul  already  prepofleft. 

Celid. 
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CelU.  So  is  yi£ioria\  Soul,  for  her  Alfhonjo. 
And  that's  her  Plea  for  Conftancy  to  him. 

Gay,  My  Reafon  is  convinc'd,  but  not  my  Paffion. 
For  I  muft  Love,  and  Loving  muft  Enjoy. 

CelU.  Others  muft  not  Enjoy,  and  yet  muft  Love. 
Xime.  You  cannot  Wed  ViBoria,  but  by  force  : 
And  force  can  only  make  her  Peribn  yours. 
Think  what  a  fatal  Doom  you  pafs  on  her, 
To  make  your  feif  half  happy. 

Gar.  When  file's  mme 
I  will  perfue  her  with  fb  dear  a  Paffion, 
So  chafe  her  coldnefs  with  my  warm  Embraces, 
That  flie  fhall  melt  at  length,  hard  as  flie  is  ; 
And  run  like  ftubborn  Mettal. 

CeliL  No,  my  Lord, 
ViBorU  is  not  form'd  of  Steel,  but  Marble, 
Which  is  not  made  to  melt,  but  flies  the  Fire  ; 
And  neither  yields  nor  fbftens  to  the  flames. 
Gain  her  Efteem  at  leaft,  her  Love  is  hopelefs. 

Gay,  Efteem,  a  fcanty,  mean  Reward  of  Paffion, 
That  pays  not  half  the  value  of  the  lofs. 

CelU.  Pay  Scorn,with  Scorn,and  make  Revenge  a  Pleaflire 
So  Generous  Minds  fhou'd  do,  and  fb  fhou'd  \\ 
■  What  needs  there  more. 

You  fee  w4io  Loves  you  not  — And  

yiime.  And  fhe  wou'd  fay,you  may  behold  who  Loves  you 
But  Maiden  Baflifulnefs  has  ty'd  her  Tongue  : 
Look  on  her  Eyes,  theyfpeak. 

CeliL  {foftly.^  A  Language  which  they  never  fpoke  before 
Xime.  Mark  how  fhe  whifpers,  like  a  Weftern  wind 
Which  trembles  thro'  the  Foreft ;  fhe,  whofe  Eyes 
Meet  ready  Viftory  where  e'rethey  glance ; 
'  Whom  gazing  Crowds  admire,  whom  Nations  Court, 
And  (did  her  Praife  become  a  Mother's  Mouth) 
One  who  coud  change  the  Worfhip  of  all  Climates, 
And  make  a  New  Religion  where  fhe  comes ; 
Unite  the  differing  Faith  of  all  the  World  ; 
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To  Idolize  lier  Face. 

Gar.  And  well  fne  may: 
Her  Eyes,  her  Lips^  her  Cheeks,  her  Shape,  her  Features^ 
Seem  to  be  drawn  by  Lovers  own  Hand ;  by  Love 
Himfelf  in  Love  ;  but  oh,  'tis  now  too  late, 
My  Eyes  have  drank  a  Poifonin,  before^; 
A  former  Bafilisk  lias  feen  me  firlt. 
Yet  know,  Fair  Princeft,  if  there  were  a  part 
Jn  all  my  Breaft,  that  cou'd  receive  a  wound^ 
Your  Eyes  cou*d  only  give  it. 

Celid.  So  helplefs  Friends,  w^hen  fafe  themfelves  a-fhoar^ 
Behold  a  Veflel  dFiv^n  againft  a  Rock^ 
They  Sigh,  they  Weep,  they  Counfel,  and  they  Pray, 
They  ftretch  their  unaffifting  Hands  in  vain, 
But  none  will  plunge  into  the  raging  Main, 
To  fave  the  finking  Paflenger  from  Death. 

Xime.  Already  fee  the  Joylefs  Bride  appears  ; 
Grief,  Rage,  Difdain^  Diftraftion  and  Defpair 
Are  equal  in  my  Daughters  different  Fates  : 
In  one,  to  be  conftrain^d  to  be  your  Wife  j 
In  one,  to  be  refiis'd. 

£«/^rVeramond Victoria ;  led  as  to  Marnagey  aTrainfol-^ 
lows  ;  and  after  it  a  Guard, 

Celtd.  Great  Nature  break  thy  Chain,  that  Links  together 
The  Fabrick  of  this  Globe,  and  make  a  Chaos 
like  that  within  my  Soul ;  Oh  Heaven  unkind 
That  gives  us  Paffions,  ftrong  and  unconfin'd  ; 
And  leaves  us  Reafon  for  a  vain  Defence  y 
Too  Powerful  Rebels,  and  too  weak  a  Prince*. 

[Garcia,  Ximena,  Celidea,  mix  with  the  Train^  rvhich 
mlk  as  in  Procefpony  tomrds  the  Temfle. 
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E.nter  on  the  fudden  Alphonfo  and  Carlos  at  the  head  of  their 
Tarty ;  the  Souldiers  attack  the  Guards^  and  Kjng  ;  and 
drive  'em  off  the  Stage :  Alphonfo  fghts  r^^tth  Garcia,  graf^ 
fles  7vith  him  and  gets  him  under  \  in  the  mean  time  Ximena, 
Viftoria,  and  Celidea,  retire  to  a  corner  of  the  Stage  :  when 
Garcia  is  fallen  Celidea  runSy  and  kneels  to  Alpllon^o. 

Celid.  Oh  fpare  him,  fpare  the  Noble  Garcia  s  Life  : 
Or  take  the  Forfeit  in  the  lofs  of  mine. 
How  happy  fhou  d  I  be  to  dye  for  him^ 
Who  will  not  live  for  me ! 

Alfh.  (to  Garcia^  Rile,  and  be  fafe : 
If  you  have  any  Thanks  to  pay,  referve  'em 
To  give  this  Royal  Maid. 

Gar.  (fifing^  You'd  been  more  kind 
To  take  my  Life,  for  I  wou'd  throw  it  off ; 
Difliionour'd  as  I  am,  'tis  worn  to  Rag$, 
Not  worth  a  Prince's  wearing. 

\Exit  Garcia  follow  d  by  Celidea. 

Re-enter  Veramond  difarrnd^  and  led  hy  Carlos. 

Vera.  Ungrateful  Traytor ! 

Alfh.  Hold  thy  peace.  Old  Man: 
I  do  not  love  t'infult  on  thy  Misfortunes. 
Tho  thou  haft  brought  this  Ruine  on  thy  felf.. 

Vera.  Avenging  Heav'n   ^ 

Alfh.  I  prithee  curfe  me  not, 
Becaufo  I  held  thee  for  my  Father  once.. 

Vera.  Then  wou  d  I  were  thy  Father,  that  my  Curfe 
Might  take  the  fiirer  place,  and  — 

Alfh.  Guard  liim  hence  j 
But  ufe  no  Violence  to  his  Royal  Perfon  : 
Call  back  the  Souldiers,  Qarlos^  from  the  Spoil., 
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I  have  my  wifli  in  having  my  Fi^ioria^ 
And  wou'd  no  more  of  him,  nor  what  is  his. 

[Carlos  rejlcres  to  Veramond  his  Sword^  mth  Reffe^^ 
and  conducts  him  off\  Ximena  follows  him :  Alphonfo 
vpAits  on  them  to  the  Door^  and  returns, 

ViS.  What  have  you  done,  Alphonfo  ? 
Jlph.  What  I  ought. 
Obtained  the  Glorious  Prize  for  which  I  fought  ; 
Redeem'd  you  from  a  Father's  Tyranny ; 
And  from  a  hated  Rival  fet  you  free. 
Remove,  my  Fair,  from  this  unhappy  place ; 
The  Scene  of  Sorrows,  Sufferings,  and  Difgrace  : 
To  my  Victorious  Camp  with  me  remove  : 
The  Scene  of  Triumph,  and  Rewarded  Love. 

Fi^.  Mars  has  been  prefent  with  your  Arms  to  day, 
But  Love  and  Hymen  have  been  far  away  ; 
You  forc'd  me  from  a  Rival's  Pow  r,  I  know ; 
But  then  you  forc'd  me  from  a  Father's  too. 

Alph.  What  words  are  thefe  !  I  feel  my  Vital  Heat 
Forfake  my  Limbs,  my  curdFd  Blood  retreat  : 
Too  much  amaz'd  to  fpeak,  in  this  Surprize, 
With  filent  Grief,  on  yours  I  fix  my  Eyes  : 
To  learn  the  reafbns  of  your  Change  from  thence ; 
To  read  your  cruel  Doom,  and  my  Offence. 

Vi6i.  Your  Arms,  and  Glorious  Adion,  I  approve: 
Efteem  your  Honour,  and  Embrace  your  Love. 

Alph.  My  Soul  recovers,  as  a  gentle  Show'r 
Refrefhes  and  revives  a  drooping  Flow'r. 
I'm  yours  lb  much,  fo  little  am  my  own  ) 
Your  Smiles  are  Life ;  and  Death  is  in  your  Frown. 

Vi^.  But  oh,  a  hard  requeft  is  yet  behind  ; 
Which,  for  my  fake,  endure  with  equal  Mind : 
Your  Debt  of  Honour  you  have  clear'd  this  day ; 
but  mine  of  Duty,  ftill  remains  to  pay  : 
Reftore  my  Liberty,  and  let  me  go 
To  make  a  full  Difcharge  of  all  I  owe. 

Alfh.  What 
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Jlph.  What  Debts  but  thofe  of  Love  have  you  to  clear  ? 
Are  you  not  free,  are  you  not  Soveraign  liere  ? 
And  were  you  not  a  Slave,  before  I  broke 
Your  fatal  Chains,  and  loos'd  you  from  the  Yoke  ? 

P^iit.  'Tis  trne,  I  was ;  but  that  Captivity, 
Tho  hard  to  bear,  was  more  becoming  me. 
A  Slave  I  am  ;  but  Nature  made  me  fo. 
Slave  to  my  Father,  not  my  Father's  Foe  : 
Since,  then,  j^ou  have  declared  me  Free,  tliis  hour 
I  put  my  felf  within  a  Parent's  Power. 

Jlph.  Cruel  Fictoria  !  wou'd  you  go  from  hence, 
And  leave  a  defblate,  defpairing  Prince  ? 
Is  this  the  Freedom  you  demand  from  me  ; 
Are  thefe  the  Vows,  and  this  the  Conftancy  ? 
Put  off  the  Mask  :  for  I  too  well  perceive 
Whom  you  refolve  to  love,  and  whom  to  leave: 
Go,  teach  me  at  my  own  Expence,  to  find 
What  change  a  day  can  make  in  Womankind. 

yi5i.  Think  not  a  day,  or  all  my  Life,  can  make: 
yi^oriiis  Heart  her  ftedi-aft  Love  forfake : 
I  plighted  you  my  Faith :  and  I  renew 
My  Vows  once  more,  to  love  but  only  you. 

Alfh.  You  vow'd  no  time  our  Fortune  fhou'd  divide-: 
And  wxU  'twas  kept,  like  all  your  Vows  befide  \ 
When  ev'n  this  hour  you  went  to  be  a  Bride. 

I  went ;  but  was  ^ecurely  firft  prepar'd  : 
For  this  was  my  Redemption  or  my  Guard. 

[Pulls  out  a  Dagger;. 
Let  this  your  caufelefs  Jealoufie  remove ; 
And  learn  no  more  to  doubt  Fictorus  Love. 
Alfh.  That  fatal  Proof  I  never  did  defire. 
Fi5t.  And  yet  a  Proof  more  fatal  you  require. 
Which  wou'd,  with  Infamy,  my  Name  perfiie ; 
To  fly  my  Father,  and  to  follow  you. 

Alph.  Your  Love  you  forfeit,  if  you  go  away. 
y^i^t.  i  forfeit  my  Obedience  if  I  flay. 
Alfh.  You  may  transfer  your  Duty,  and  be  mine. 
Vi£i.  Yes,  when  my  Father  fhall  his  Claim  refign  : 

For. 
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For  wlien  the  Nuptial  Knot  our  Love  affures ; 
All  that  %vas  his  before,  is,  after,  yours, 

Jlph.  Then,  when  yon  vow'd  your  Love,  youfalfly  fwor^* 

I  love  ycu  much,  but  love  my  Honour  more, 
■Jbh.  You  hare  my  Rival,  yet  you  take  the  way 
To  make  you  his  inevitable  Prey. 

Fu7.  Beafts  fear  not  ^iiore  to  be  the  Hunter's  Spoil, 
Jlph.  Then  (iire  you  wou'd  not  run  into  the  ToyL 
How  ill  your  Actions  with  your  Words  agree ! 
Ficf.  This  Friend  is  ftill  at  hand  to  fet  me  free. 

[Holding  uf  the  Dagger^ 
Jlpk  Let  me  not  liv3  to  fee  that  Fatal  Hour  : 
Rather  return  into  your  Father's  Pow'r, 
Rather  return  into  his  Arms  again, 
For  whom  your  Loft  Alphonfo  you  difdain. 
If  one  muft  dye,  to  fet  your  Honour  free, 
You  have  already  caft  the  Lot  on  me. 
Death  is  my  only  way  to  dear  my  Fame ; 
Which  muft  be  Branded  with  a  Coward's  Name, 
If  bafeiy  I  refign  Fi5torias  Charms, 
And  tamely  give  you  to  my  Rival's  Arms. 
Fict.  To  give  me  to  my'  Father  is  no  Crime, 
Alph.  'lis  ftill  the  fame  ;  your  Father  gives  you  liim, 
Ungrateful  Woman! 

Vi^,  More  ungrateful  Man ! 
More  than  I  ought  I  give,  and  all  I  can : 
But  if  my  Duty  I  prefer  to  you, 
Be  fatisfi'd  with  all  that  ♦Love  can  do. 

Alph.  Not  fatisfi'd ;  but  yet  your  Will  fhail  be 
Like  Fates  inviolable  Law  to  me. 
Since  my  Unhappy  Stars  will  have  it  fb, 
Depart  from  hence,  and  leave  your  Father's  Foe, 
Go  then  ;  but  quickly  go ;  for  wliile  you  ftay, 
As  on  a  Rack  I  find  my  felf  decay ; 
And  every  Moment  looks  a  part  of  me  away, 

FiSi.  I  wilh  I  with  my  Duty  cou'd  difoence  j 
Heav'n  knows  how  loath  I  am  to  part  trom  hence : 

So 
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So,  from  the  Seal  is  Ibften'd  Wax  disjoynM : 
So,  from  the  Mother  Plant,  the  tender  Rmd : 
But  take  the  lateft  Pledge  that  Love  can  give ; 
Have  Courage  ;  and  for  your  Viltoria  Live. 

{She  offers  him  her  Handy  he  Kjffes  it :  Exit  Vicioria,  he 
hooking  after  her. 

Enter  Ramirez,  Attended  hy  Carlos,  Ramirez  Embraces 

Alphonib. 

Kam.  Prop  of  my  Age,  and  Pattern  of  my  Youth, 
But  foch  as  far  excels  th'  Original ; 
Ten  Thoufand  Bleflings  on  thee,-  for  this  Deed. 

Alfh.  Heav'n  and  my  Fate  Ipeak  other  Language  to  me ; 
No  Bleffings,  none,  but  millions  of  their  Curies, 
Like  burning  Glafles,  with  contrafted  Beams, 
Are  pointed  on  my  Head. 

Ram,  What  words  are  theft,  on  this  Aufpicious  Day  / 

Alfh.  Oh  fly  me,  fly  me.  Sir. 
Left  the  Contagion  of  my  Woes, 
Pollute  my  Father's  Joys  ;  ViBoria's  gonQ^ 
And  with  her,  went  Alfhonfds  Life,  and  Soul. 

Ram,  You  had  her  in  your  Pow'r ;  and  were  too  eafie. 

Alfh,  Or  rather  fhe  too  cruel. 
Her  Duty  forcM  her  hence,  in  icorn  of  Love. 

Ram,  You  muft  reiiime  your  Arms  ; 
And  force  her  Father's  Will,  to  make  her  yours. 
Why,  lil^eaWoman,  ftand  you  thus  complaining, 
Born  to  the  Strength,  and  Courage  of  a  Man  ? 
Rouze  up  your  Spirits  to  a  juft  Revenge : 
Lil^e  Lightning  waftful,  and  like  Thunder  loud. 
Rivers  of  Blood  fhall  run  about  the  Town  ; 
For  which  you  were  fo  lavifh  of  your  own. 
Garcia  fhall  Dye ;  and,  by  his  Death,  remove 
The  caufe  of  Jealoufie,  and  Injured  Love. 
The  King  himfelf,  th' ungrateful  King,  lhall  fall ; 
Of  all  our  Ills,  the  curft  Original. 

I  Alfh. 
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Jlpk.  Befeechyou,  Sir,  no  more. 
Ram.  \ourReafon,  Son? 

Jlfh.  For  you  have  giv'n  my  Soul  fo  large  a  fwing, 
That  it  bounds  back  again  with  double  force : 
Only  becaule  youxarried  it  too  far. 
YouVe  let  an  Image  of  lb  vaft  deftruftion 
Before  my  fight,  that  Reafon  fhuns  th'  approach ; 
And  dares  not  view  the  fearful  precipice. 

Ram.  Is  Vengeance,  which  is  faid  fo  fweet  a  Morfel 
That  Heav'n  refervcs  it  for  its  proper  Taft, 
Is  it  fo  foon  dif-relifht  ? 
^^Z'.  What  have  the  People  done?  The  Sheep  of  Princes,,, 
That  they  fhou'd  perifli  for  the  Shepherd's  Fault  ? 
They  bring  their  yearly  Wool,  to  cloath  their  owners, 
And  yet  when  bare  themfelves,  are  culPd  for  Slaughter 
ShouM  I  do  this,  what  cou'd  the  Wolf  do  more, 
'  Than  what  the  Mafter  did  ? 

Ram.  Then  Garcia^  muft  he  fcape  ? 
Jlj^h.  'Tis  true,  I  had  him  at  my  Mercy  once  ; 
1  fhou'd  have  Kill'd  him  then,  or  once  forgiven,^ 
Shou'd  fpare  him  now. 

Ram.  (afide.)  His  Noble  Soul  relents  / 
Alpk  But  then  I  give  Vi^oria  to  his  Arms ; 

And  make  my  own  Deftruftion  my  own  Ad  

That  fires  my  Blood  again  yet  if  fhe  Love  him^. 

Is  KiUing  him  fhe  Loves,  the  way  to  gain  her  ? 

No^  let  him  Live  But  Veramond  fhall  Dye  \ 

Who,  when  he  was  my  Father  as  he  thought, 
When  I  deferv'd  his  Love ;  then  hated  me. 

Ram.  {afide.^  Oh!  now  the  Tempefl:  drives  another  way. 
Alfh.  No  more  deliberation,  there  it  goes  : 
rie  Kill  him  firft,  to  fatisfie  my  Vengeance :: 
And  then  t'  Attone,  her  Anger,  Kill  my  felf. 

[Seems  goi^g  hajlily^ 
Ram.  Hold,  hold,  Jlfhonfo^  Heaven  and  JEarth  and  I, 
-   Who  have  a  Father*s  Title  to  your  Life, 
Forbid  that  Parricide^ 
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Alfh.  Wou'd  you  refufe  a  Mad-Man  leave  to  Sleep  ? 
'Tis  Sleep  niuft  cure  me,  and  that  Sleep  is  Death. 

Ram.  A  Mad-Man  muft  be  coofd,  to  make  hina  Sleep. 
I  have  prepared  a  gentle  Opiat  for  you. 
One  Moment's  Patience,  and  I  will  infiife  it : 
You  fee  me  difpoffeft  of  all  my  State—— 

Alfh.  Yes,  to  my  Grief :  and  to  enhance  that  Grief, 
'Tis  to  my  Sword,  my  Father  ows  his  Ruin. 

Ram.  And  'tis  that  only  Sword  that  can  reftoreme. 
It  muft,  and  ought :  you  owe  it  to  your  Duty. 

Alfh.  Duty  was  what  Vt^oria  urg'd  to  me ; 
I  hate  that  fatal  word,  becaufe  llie  us'd  it ; 
And  ibr  a  Cruel  Father,  left  her  Love. 

Ram.  Cou'd  flie  do  that,  iovVeramondy  a  Tyrant, 
Which  you  refufe  to  me  ? 
The  Conquering  Troops  of  Arragon  are  yours  : 
You  are  their  Life,  their  Idol,  and  their  ^oul. 
Condu£tme  Home,  and  with  their  Aid  Reflore  me  ; 
And  that  once  done,  we  Hiall  not  need  to  Treat, 
For  Feramond  himfelf  will  fend  ;  and  fiie 
For  that  Alliance,  which  his  Pride  now  fcorns. 

Alfh.  Long  eVe  that  time,  Vi5ioriawi\\ht  Garcia  s: 
Her  Father  will  not  lofeone  moment's  fpace. 
To  gratifie  his  Vengeance  with  my  Ruine  : 
If  t  wou'd  force  him,  this  muft  be  the  time : 
Which  fince  I  now  refufe,  'tis  loft  for  ever. 
Hear  then ;  and  take  it  as  my  laft  refblve ; 
Lead  you  the  Troops :  you  need  not  fear  their  Faith  : 
The  Guilt  of  their  Rebellion  make  'em  yours. 
With  them,  and  with  your  own,  Reftore  your  felf. 

Ram.  Then  what  becomes  of  you  ? 

Alfh.  No  matter  what. 
Provide  your  felf  of  iome  more  worthy  Heir. 
For  I  am  loft,  beyond  Redemption  lofl ; 
Farewel  the  Joys  of  Empire  from  this  moxnent : 
Farewel  the  Honours  of  the  dufty  Field  ; 
Here  lay  I  down  this  Inftrument  of  Death. 

[Vngirds  his  Smrd^  and  lays  it  do.vn^ 
I  2  And 
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;  And  may  it  gird  fome  Happier  Souldier's  fide : 
For  nothing  it  cou'd  gain,  can  countervail 
To  me,  the  lofs  of  my  Victoria's  Love. 

YourBlelfing,  and  farewel   {Kj^eels.. 

Ram.  Alas,  I  fear  fbme  fatal  Refolution 
Is  harbour'd  in  your  Soul :  if  thus  you  leave  me, 
My  Mind  forbodes,  we  never  more  fliall  meet. 

Alfh.  Give  not  fb  black  an  Omen  to  this  parting. 
For  we  may  meet  again,  if  Heav'n  thinks  fit  ■ 
A  Beam  of  Comfort,  like  the  Moan  thro'  Clouds, 
Gilds  the  brown  Horrour,  and  direflis  my  way. 
Blaft  not  my  purpofe,  by  refufing  leave, 
Nor  ask  the  means :  but  know  I  will  not  Dye 
Till  I  have  prov'd  th'  extreameft  Remedy. 
And,  if  Unarm'd,  I  go  to  tempt  my  Fate  : 
Think  my  defpair  is  from.  Fi^orias  Hate.. 

[£jc/>  Alphonfo., 

Ram.  I  might  have  us'd  the  PowV  Heav  n  gives  to  Parents, 
And  hindred  his  departure  : 
But  fomewhat  of  Divine  controuFd  my  Tongue  ; 
,  For  Hero's  Souls,  irregular  tons. 
Yet  move  like  Planets  in  their  proper  Sphere  ; 
Performing  even  courfe. 
In  Paths  uneven  to  beholders  Eyes. 

[Paufes  a  little. 
(To  Carlos)  His  words,  myfterious  as  they  were,  imported^ 
Some  defperate  Defign,  which  I  muft  watch, 
And  therefore  dare  not  lead  the  Forces  far :. 
But  CampM  without  the  Town  at  fbme  fmall  diftance 
T'  expeft  the  IlTue,  and  prevent  his  Death. 

Carlos.  Sii',  what  Orders  give  you  ?  for  you  are  now  our 
General. 

Ram.  Follow,,  and  you  flhall  know  

[Exit  Ramirez. 

Carl.  Follow!  whither?  No  Plunder  when  the  Town  was 
fan ly  taken,  there's  a  hopeful  General  to  follow;  the  Son  and 
Fatlier  are  both  gone  away,  without  providing  for  me,  who 
betray 'd  the  City  to  'em  ;  a  fine  Incouragement  for  Virtue ; 

Well, 
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Well,  tliefe  Monarchs  make  no  more  of  us  Souldiers,  when 
their  turn  is  fervM,than  we  make  of  our  old  batter' d  Horfes  ; 
to  put  us  off  for  Stallions,  is  the  beft  that  can  become  of  us  : 
and  thofe  indeed  are  my  prefent  Circumftances  :  Ddindu 
will  none,  and  Smcho  is  juft  mounting  ;  if  I  get  not  between, 
and  thruft  him  off :  for  which  purpofe  I  have  infinuated 
to  him  that  I  have  left  Dalinda  for  his  fake,  and  am  upon 

another  Scent,  Yonder  he  comes  :  Thisy  and  another 

Lye  which  I  have  ready  coinM,  will  go  near  to  fpoil.  his 
Market. 

Emer  Sancho. 

Sanch.  Well,  Carlos^  the  Hurly  Burly's  quite  over;  I. 
met  Ramirez  marching  off  the  Army ;  and  juft  afterwards 
appeared  a-  Fellow  in  a  Fool's  Coat  on  Horfe-back,  with 
three  Trumpets  ;  Herod^  I  think  they  calPd  him  or  fbme: 
fiich  Jewifli  Name. 

Carl.  A  Herauld  at^  Arms  you  mean. 

Samh.  It  may  be  lb  ;  but  I  fhou'd  have  taken  him  for 
fome  Pardmmr^  for  he  fcatter'd  Indulgences  by  handfuls  to  - 
the  People,  but  only  they  paid  nothing  for  'em. 

Carl.  But  did  he  Proclaim  nothing  ? 

Sanch.  Oh,  yes  ;  and  now  I  remember,  he  began  his 
SpeecJi  with,  0  7>/,  too ;  he  Proclaim'd  a  General  Pardon- 
to  all  Rebels,  of  which  number,  you  know,  you  and  I,- 
Carlos^  were  two  Ring-leaders. 

Carl.  Then  farewell e'en  trudge  on  by  your  felf, 
for  there's  an  end  of  my  Expedition ;  I  will  lay  down  my 
Arms  like  a  Dutiful  Subjefl: ;  and  fubmit  to  his  Majefty" 
when  I  can  rebel  no  longer. 

Sanch.  Very  good  ;  and  try  t'other  touch  for  Dalinda^  . 
will  yoii  ? 

Carl.  You  know  I  have  quitted  her  for  your  fake,  and' 

now  am  altogether  for  Let  me  fee,  w^iiat  Lady  am 

I  for  ? 

Sanch.  Pump,  pump,  Carlos  \  for  that's  to  be  invented*' 
yet. 

.  Carl.  Only 
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Carl.  Only  out  of  my  Head  a  little:  Tis  the  dead 
Count's  Sifter  ;  a  great  Fortune  fince  her  Brother  died,  but 
fomewhat  homely :  She  has  already  made  fome  Advances 
to  me,  or  elfe  I  lye. 

Samh.  And  will  you  fay  To  Have  anci  to  HoU^  with  an 
ugly  Woman  ? 

Carl,  Yes,  and  For  Better  for  Worfe^  that  is,  for  Virgin 
or  for  Whorg^  as  you  will,  Sancho  ;  who  are  hfting  your 
Iclf  into  the  Honourable  Company  of  Cuckolds, 

Sanch.  What,  a  Hero  as  I  am,  to  be  a  Cuckold  ? 

Carl.  Do  not  difdain  yoiTT  Calling  ;  '^ulim  C^far  was  one 
before  you :  The  Count  has  had  her  by  her  own  ConfeP 
fion ;  fo  file's  a  Nobleman's  Dowager  for  your  Comfort. 

Sanch.  Pugh,  flie  deny'd  it  afterwards  ;  that  was  but  a 
Copy  of  her  Countenance. 

Carl.  What  if  it  prove  a  Copy  of  the  Ccnde'^s  Counte- 
nance, do  yout  think  flie  had  not  a  Baftard  by  liim  ? 

Sanch.  l  liat  was  only  a  Plot  betwixt  us  to  cheat  her 
Father. 

Carl.  Did  her  Father  know  nothing  of  it  ? 
Sanch.  Not  a  Syllable. 

Carl.  Then  ,when  he  believe  you  to  be  the  Count,  how 
came  he  to  charge  you  with  enjoying  her  ? 

San-ch.  That  is  ibmething  to  the  purpofe  ;  but  now  I  think 
on  t,  'tis  nothing  neither  ;  'tis  but  asking  her  the  Queftion, 
and  I  know  flie'll  (atisfie  me. 

Carl.  And  you  are  refblv'd  to  take  her  word  ? 

Sanch.  Rather  than  yours  ;  for  you  may  have  a  mind  to 
have  a  lick  at  the  Honey-pot  your  felf. 

Carl.  Farewel  ;  you  know  I  have  other  bufinefs  upon 
the  Stocks. 

[Seems  going  out. 

Sanch.  Stay,  Carlos  \  I'm  afraid  you  know  fometliing  more 
of  this  bawdy  bufinefs  than  you  confels. 
Carl.  Fecks,  not  I. 

Sanch.  Fecks !  what  a  fneaking  Oath,  is  that  for  a  Man 
•of  Honour  ?  Swear  me  bloodily  like  a  Souldier,  if  you 
wouM  be  belicv  a. 

Carl.  With. 
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Carl.  Without  Swearing,  I  believe  her  honeft ;  therefore 
make  fiire  of  her  immediately* 

Carl.  That  is,  take  a  a  Rival's  Counfel,  and  make  fure 
of  being  an  Antedated  Cuckold. 

Carl.  If  you  won't  believe  me,  I  can't  help  it  ;  but  marry 
Ddmda^  and  be  happy  ;  for  I  may.prevent  you,  if  you  make 
not  hafte. 

Samh.  Thou  haft  cheated  me  fo  often,  that  I  can't  cre- 
dit one  Syllable  thou  fay'ft. 

Carl,  {going  out.)  Then  take  your  Fortune. 

[Carlos  fuUs  out  his  Handkerchief  to  mpe  his  Face^ 
and  drops  a  Letter. 
Yonder  comes  Ddinda-y  I  know  her  by  her  Trip.  I'll 
watch  their  Greeting.         ^  [Exit. 

Sanch.  The  Rogue's  malicious,  and  wouM  have  me  mar- 
ry her  in  fpight;  befides  he's  off  and  on  at  fo  Devilifh  a 
a  rate,  a  Man  knows  not  where  to  have  him  :  Well,  I 
am  refolv'd  in  the  firft  place  not  to  follow  the  Rogue's 
Counfel,  I  will  not  marry  her  becaufe  he  advis'd  me  to't ; 
and  yet  I  will  marry  her  becaufe  he  counlel'd  me  not  to 
marry  her  :  Hey  day,  I  will  marry  her,  and  I  will  not  mar- 
ry  her :  what's  the  meaning  of  this,  Friend  Sancho  ?  That's 
taking  the  Rogue's  advice  one  way  or  t'other. 

\_Sees  the  Letter j  and  takes  it  up. 
What,  has  he  dropt  a  Letter !  To  whom  is  it  direded  ?  to 
Don  Carlos  D'Tharra^  that's  himfelf. 

Mutters^  as  reading  to  himfelf.. 

Dalinda'j"  Fair,  and  a  Fortune ;  hut  marry  her  not  \  for  to 
my  knowledge  (Pox  confound  him  for  his  knowledge)  jbe 

has  had  a          (What  A           Mr.  Friend  ?)  why,  a  Ba- 

ftard,  by  the  late  Conde :  (Ay,  I  thought  as  much.^  But 
his^Sifier  Leonora  is  in  Love  with  you^ 

Danan  it,  I'll  read  no  more :  It  agrees  with  what  he  firft: 
told  me  J  and  therefore  it  muft  be  all  Orthodox  :  Here  ftie 

coraes^ 
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comes  too,  juft  in  the  nick  of  my  Revenge ;  but  I  fliall 
be  very  Laconnick  with  her. 

Enter  Dalinda. 

DaL  Now  Servant. 
Sanch.  Now  Cockatrice. 

DaL  You  re  pretty  famiUar^  

Sa/7ch.  So  Iiave  you  been  

Dal.  With  your  Miftrefs. 

'Samh.  With  the  Cc?W^/ of  Whoring  Memory. 

DaL  A  fine  Salutation  !  , 

Sa?2ch.  A  final  parting. 

DaL  What's  the  meaning  of  this  !  will  you  come  in? 
Sanch.  Will  you  go  in? 
Dal.  Come,  look  upon  me. 

[She  makes  the  Doux  Yeux  to  him. 
Sanch.  I  have  no  Eyes, 
DaL  Then  I  muft  tak^  you  by  the  Hand. 

[She  offers^  and  he  fulls  back. 
Sanch.  I  have  no  Hands  neither. 

DaL  How's  this !  I  have  been  but  too  kind —  

Sanch.  Yes,  to  the  Conde. 

DaL  Pugh,  that  was  a  Jeft,  you  know. 

Sanch.  ^Tis  turn'd  to  earnefi:. 

DaL  You  know  'twas  of  my  Conception. 

Sanch.  And  of  your  bringing  forth  too. 

DaL  What  did  I  bring  forth  ? 

Sanch.  A  Baftard. 

DaL  Oh  Impudent ! 

Sanch.  Woman. 

DaL  What  Proof  have  you, of  that  Scandal? 
Sanch.  This,  with  a  Pox  to  ye. 

[Throws  her  the  Letter. 
Patience,  oh  ye  Gods  /  [Exit. 

[She  takes  uf  the  Note^  and  as  fhe  is  reading  it. 
Re-enter  Carlos. 

CarL  Much 
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Carl.  Much  good  may  do  you  with  your  Note,  Madam; 
now  I  think  I  am  Reveng'd  at  full )  your  Cully  has  forfaken 
you. 

Dal.  Well,  I  did  not  expefl:  this  from  you,  Cozen  Carlos. 
Carl.  What  did  you  take  me  for  ?  King  Log  in  jEfofs  Fa- 
bles, for  you  to  infult  me,  and  play  at  leap  Frog  over  me  ?  Did 
not  you  forlake  me  for  a  Fool  ? 

Dal.  But  was  not  tliis  a  terrible  Revenge  of  yours  ?  muft 
you  needs  fliew  him  the  Letter  which  has  ruin'd  my  Reputa- 
tion, and  loft  my  Fortune  ?  Am  I  the  firft  frail  Creature, 
that  had  the  Misfortune  of  two  Great  Bellies,  and  yet  after- 
wards, was  Decently  Married,  and  pafs'd  for  a  Virgin  ? 

Carl.  Nay,  don't  aggravate  the  Matter :  conlult  your 
Note,  and  y ou'l  find  but  one  Baftard  chargM  upon  you ;  you 
fee  I  was  not  for  laying  loaders. 

Dal.  A  great  Cuitefie  to  bate  me  one,  as  if  that  was  not 
enough  to  do  my  Bufinefs. 

Carl.  Well,  fuppofe  I  flhou'd  difcover  tliis  Contrivance  of 
mine ;  and  fet  all  right  again  ? 

Dal.  (afide.)  Contrivance ;  oh  Heaven  !  I've  undone  my 
felf,  by  confefling  all  too  fbon. 
Carl.Vil  fhou'd  prove  you  Innocent,youy  prove  ungrateful? 
Dal.  No,  you  know  I  always  Lov'd  you. 
Carl.  You've  fhewn  it  moft  abundantly,  in  chufing  Sancho ! 
Dal.  You  fpeak  more  truly  than  you  think  :  I  have  fhewn 
it.  For,  fince  I  muft  confefs  the  Truth  to  you,  I  am  no  For- 
tune: my  Father,  tho' he*  bears  it  high  to  put  me  off,  lias 
Mortgaged  his  Eftate:  We  keep  Servants  for  fhew,  and 
when  we  fhou'd  pay  their  wages,  pick  a  Quarrel  v/ith  their 
Service,  and  turn  'em  off  Pennylefs.   There's  neither  Sheet 
nor  Shirt  in  the  whole  Family  ;  the  Lodging  Rooms  are  fur- 
nifht  with  Loam  :*and  bare  Mattreffes  are  the  Beds.  The 
Dining  Room,  plays  the  Hypocrite  for  all  the  Houfe  ;  for  all 
the  Furniture  is  there :  when  Strangers  Dine  with  us,  we 
Eat  before  the  Servants,  and  then  they  Faft  ;  but  when  we 
Dine  alone,  'tis  all  a  mufs  :  They  fcramble  for  the  Viduals, 
before  'tisfervM  up,  and  then  we  Faft. 
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Carl.  The  Spirit  of  Famine  comes  upon  me,  at  the  very 
defcriptionof  it. 

Dal,  Now,  fince  neither  you  nor  I  have  Fortunes,  M^hat 
fhou'd  we  do  together,  unleft  we  fhou'd  turn  Camhalsy  and 
Eat  up  one  another  ?  But  if  you  wou'd  make  up  tliis  foul  Bufi- 
nefs,  and  help  me  to  that  Rich  Fool  Sanchoy  I  fay  no  more, 
But  

Carl.  But  thou  wouMft  be  kind  to  me ;  fpeak  out ;  for  I 
dare  not  truft  thee ;  thouVt  fucha  Woman. 

Dal.  Youfliou'd.  

Carl.  What  fhou'd  I  ? 

Dal.  Why,  youfhou^d  

Carl.  Well,  well,  I  will  believe  tliee,  tho  my  Heart  mil- 
gives  me  plaguily.  And  therefore,  in  the  firft  place,  \  beg 
your  pardon  for  the  Scandal  I  have,  laid  upon  you :  In  the 
next,  I  rcftore  your  Virginity,  and  take  away  your  Baftard. 

Dal.  And  you'l  tell  Sancho  'twas  a  forg'd  Letter. 

Carl.  No  doubt  on't ;  for  I  wrote  it  to  my  felf and  out.  of 
Revenge  invented  the  whole  Story., 

Dal.  But  fuppole.  Dear  Cozen;  that  Sancho  fhouM  not 
believe  all  this  to  be  your  Invention ;  and  fhou'd  ftill  lufpefib 
the  Letter  to  be  true  r 

Carl.  I  can  eafily  convince  him,  by  Writing  the  fame  Hand 
again,  in  which  that  Letter  was  Indited. 

Dal.  That's  an  excellent  Expedient ;  but  do  it  now ;  for  a 
Woman  can  never  be  clear'd  too  fbon. 

Carl.  But  when  you  are  clear 'd,  you'l  forget  your  Promilc 
to  me — — 

Dal.  But  if  I  am  not  clear'd,  I  cannot  Marry  him  \  nor  be 
put  in  a  way  to  keep  my  Promife.  Come,  I'le  hold  my  Hand,^ 
Write  upon  it,  I  always  carry  Pen  and  Ink  about  me. 

Carl.  Let  me  Seal  my  AfFeciion  firft  :  •  [Kj^es  her  Ha^d. 
Now,  what  fhou'd  I  write  ? 

Dal.  Only  thefe  words  at  the  bottom  of  the  Note,  in  the 
fame  Charafter^ 

This  Letter  was  wholly  forg'd  by  me,  Carlos. 

[He  Kj^ds  and  Writes^ 
Carl.  There  'tis-r— —    [Gives  it  her^  Jbe  futs  it  in  her  Pocket. 

But 
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But  now  tell  me  truly ;  what  made  you  confcis  a  couple  of 
Baftards,  have  you  indeed  been  dabbling  ? 

Dal.  Who,  I  confefs  it  /  Oh  thou  Impudent  Fellow  /  I  only 
Iboth'd  thee  up  in  thy  Villany,  to  make  thee  betray  thy  own 
Plot.  I  confefs'd  feemingly,  to  make  thee  confefs  really.  Hea- 
v'n  and  thy  own  Confcience,  know  I  did.       [Seems  to  mep, 

Carl.  But  when  you're  Married,  you'l  remember  your 
Promife  ? 

Dal.  What  Promife  ? 

Carl.  Thatlftiou'd   1 

Dal.  Shou  d  what  ? 
Carl.  Mufti  tell  vou? 

Dal.  No,  rie  tell  you  ;  I  faid  you  fhou'd  j  and  fb  you  lhall, 
be  cozen'd  in  your  Expeftation. 

Carl.  I  foreboded -this;  and  yet  was  Fool  enough  totrufl: 
thee  ;  give  me  back  my  Letter. 

Dal.  What,  deliver  up  my  Evidence,  that's  the  Teftimoay 
of  my  Virtue,  and  thy  Wickedneis. 

Carl,  rie  fearch  your  Petticoat. 

Dal,  Dare  but  touch  my  Petticoat,  and  Tie  cry  out  a  Rape 
againft  thee. 

Carl.  Oh  thou  Eve  of  Genefis ;  thou  wou'dft  have  Tempted 
the  Serpent,  if  thou  haft  bin  there. 

Dal.  The  next  News  you  hear,  is  of  my  Wedding ;  be  Pa- 
tient, and  you  fhall  be  Invited  to  the  Dinner. 

Carl.  1  fay  no  more,  but  Tie  go  Home  and  Indite  lambicks ; 
thou  fhalt  not'  want  for  an  Efithalamium ;  Tie  do  thy  bufi- 
nefsinVerfe.  [Exit. 

Dal.  My  Comfort  is,  I  have  done  your  Bufinefs  in  Profe, 
already.  ..u 

The  Wittieft  Men,  are  all  but  Womeas  Topis, 

'Tis  our  Prerogative,  to  make 'em  Fools. 

For  one  Sweet  Look,  the  Rich,  the  Beaux,  the  Braves, 

And  all  Mankind,  run  headlong  to  be  Slaves. 

Ours  is  the  Harveft  which  thofe  Indians  mow ; 

They  Plough  the  Deep ;  but  we  Reap  what  they  Sow. 

[Exit. 

K2  ACT. 
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ACT   V.   SCENE  L 


//^  S  C  E  N  E,  Loptz  s  Houfe. 

Sancho,  Lopez,  Dalinda.    QdsloSr  meeting  them. 

Carl.  A^Ive  you  Joy  Mr.  Bridegroom  and  Mrs.  Brlde^ 
VJT  you  fee  I  have  accepted  your  Invitatioxn. 
Sanch^  And  thou  art  welcome,  as  a  Witnefs  of  my  Trl-- 
umph. 

Carl.  I  cou'd  .tell  Tales,  that  wou'd  fpoil  your  Appetite, 
both  to  your  Dinner  and  your  Bride :  You  think  you  are 
married  to  a  vaft  Fortune. 

Dal.  A  better,  perhaps,  than  you  imagine. 

Lop.  For  if  Sancho  looks  into  liis  Writings,.  he*ll  find- 
that  my  Eftate  was  mortgag'd  to  his  Father. 
'    Sianch.  Then  wou'd  I  had  iookt  into  my  Writings  before 
1  had  lookt  fo  far  into  your  Daughter. 

DaI.  My  Father's  Fortune  will  be  yours  atl'aft:  and  I 
have  but  redeemed  it  for  you. 

Sanch.  I'm  fure  I'm  married  without  Redemption ! 

Carl.  You  muft  take  the  good  and  the  bad  together ; 
he  that  keeps  a  tame  Cat  muft  be  content  to  be  Icratcht, 
4  little. 

Dai  The  Count's  Sifter,  I  hope,  has  Claws  for  you.  • 

^00. 

Carl.  That  was  invented  only  in  hopes  of  you,  Dalin- 
da ;  tho  now  I  thank  my  Stars  that  I  have  mifs'd  you  ; 
for  two  Wits  without  Fortunes,  wou'd  be  like  two  Mil- 
ftones  without  Corn  betwixt  *em ;  they  wou'd  only  grind 
vipoa  one  another,  and  m^e.  a  terrible,  noife,  but  no  Meal 
you'd  foUoWv 

Enter 


E^fer  A  Nurfe  leading  cl  Boy  and.  a  Giric 

Nurfe,  MadaiB,  here  are  two  poor  Orphans,  that  hearing 
you  are  married,-  come  to  dine  with  you. 

DaL  (afids,)  My  two  Baltards  /  I  am  undone  :  what  fhall" 
I  do  with 'em? 

Lop,  {afide.)  The  Devil  take  my  damn'd  Grand-childfen 
for  their  unfeafonabk  Vifit. 

Sanck  Welcome,  welcome :  They're  come  a  mumming 
to  grace  my  Wedding,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Carl.  I  begin  to  fu^eft  they  come  to  Sup  and  Lodge  as 
well  as  Dine  here. 

Lop.  (to  Nurfe. J  There's  two  Piftols  for  you;  take  'em 
away,  and  bring  'em  again  to  Morrow  Morning. 

Nurfe.  Thank  your  Honour :  Come  away,  Children  ; 
but  >firfl:  I  muft  deliver  a  Note  to  this  Gentiemaa  -  ©on 
Carlosy  I'm  fore  you  remember  me.  ;o: •  7  ^  ^  . 

[Gives  him  a  Note.^ 

Carl.  Did  not  you  wait  oa  Donna  Leonora^  the  Conde's 
Sifter? 

Nurfe.  Have  you  forgotten  Tnez,  the  faithful  Truftee  of 
your  Affeftion?  Read  your  Letter;  there's  better 'Neves 
than  you  deferve. 

[Carlos  reads  his  Letter  to  himfelf. 

Dal.  (to  Nurfe.)  Steal  away,  dear  Nurfe,  while  he's 
reading;  and  there's  more  Money  for  you ;  fear  not,  Vou!. 
fhall  be  duly  paid ;  for  I  am  married  to  one  wha 
provide  for  them.  '     '       '  ■     •  ^  . 

.  Nurfe.  (to.  her.)  Well,  I'll  keep  your  Credit:  but  re- 
member. [Exit  Nurfe  with  the  Children. 

Carl,  (after  Reading.)  Poor  loving  Creature,  fhe- is  e'en, 
too  Conftant ;  I  cou'd  never  have  expefttd  this  from  her 
Look  you  here,  you  fhall  fee  I  hate  'no  reafon  to  envy 
your  Fortune,  Sancho. 

[Looks  about' him. 

How  now,  what's  become  of  the  Nurfe  and  the  two  Cloil-^ 
dren  ? 

.  m..  They 
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Dd.  They  wou'd  have  been  but  too  troublefome  Guefts, 
and  are  gone  away. 

Carl.  By  your  Favour  I  fliall  make  bold  to  call  'em  back 
again.  [£jf/V  Carlos. 

Dal.  (to  Lopez.)  Oh  Barbarous  Villain  !  he'll  dilcover 
all- 

Lof.  The  beft  on't  is,  youVe  already  married. 

Dal.  But  we  have  not  Conllimmated  ;  I  cou'd  have  fo 
wheedled  Mr.  Bridegroom  to  Night,  that  e're  to  Morrow 
Morning  he  ihou'd  have  forgiven  me. 

Re-enter  Carlos  mth  Nurfe  and  Children. 

Carl.  Come,  Nurft,  no  more  mincing  Matters ;  your 
Lady's  Orders  in  my  Letter  muft  be  obey'd :  I  muft  find 
a  Father  and  Mother  for  the  Children  in  this  Company. 

Sanch.  Whofe  pretty  Children  are  thefe,  Carlos^  that  you 
are  to  provide  for? 

Carl.  E'en  your  Bride's,  Sancho^  at  your  fervice :  Children, 
do  your  Duty  to  your  Mother. 

Children,  (kneeling.^  Mamma,  your  Blelling. 

Sanch.  Hey  <lay,  what's  here  to  do  ?  Are  thefe  the  Iffuc 
of  your  Body,  Madam  Bride  ? 

Carl.  Yes ;  and  they  are  now  your  Cliildren  by  the  Mo- 
ther's fide :  ^The  late  Conde  prefents  his  Service  to  you, 
with  thefe  two  Pledges  of  his  Affedion  to  your  Wire. 
^  ;  Sanch.  Is  it  even  thus,  Dalinda? 

Lop.  Chriftian  Patience,  Son-in-Law. 

Sanch.  Chriftian  Patience !  I  fay  Pagan  Fury  :  This  is 
enough  to  make  me  turn  Jew  again,  like  my  Father  of 
Hebrew  Memory. 

Carl.  You  may  mal^e  your  Aflault,  Coloael,  without  dan- 
ger ;  the  breach  is  already  made  to  your  hands. 

Sanch.  Ay,  the  Devil  take  him  that  ftorm'd  it  firft. 

Carl.  Speak  well  of  the  Dead. 

Dal.  (kneeling.)  And  forgive  the  Living. 

Sanch.  Oh  Dalinda!  no  more  Dalinda^  hut  Dalilah  thePW- 
lifiine :  Cou'd  you  find  none  but  me  to  praSice  on  ? 

Carl.  Sooner 
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Carl.  Sooner  upon  you  than  upon  any  Man ;  for  Nature 
has  put  a  Superfcription  upon  a  Fools  Face,  and  all  Cheats 
are  direfted  thither. 

Lop.  There's  no  recalling  what's  paft  and  done. 

Saptch.  You  never  laid  a  truer  word,  Father-in-Law ;  'tis 
done,  indeed,  to  my  Sorrow. 

Carl.  If  you  cou'd  undo  it,  Sancha^  it  were  fbmetliing ; 
but  fince  you  cannot,  your  only  Remedy  is  to  do  it  a- 
gain. 

Sanch.  That's  true :  But  the  Memory  of  that  damn'd 
Conde  is  enough  to  turn  ones  Stomach  to  her :  Do  you  re- 
member what  a  Devilifh  hunch  Back  he  had  when  you  and 
I  play'd  him  ? 

Carl.  For  that  Reafbn  you  may  be  fure  fhe'll  loath  tlie 
thought  of  him. 

Sanch.  Do  you  think  fb,  Carlos  ? 

Dal.  How  can  I  do  otherwife,  when  I  have  in  my  Arms 
fo  handfome^  lb  fweet,  and  fo  charming  a  Cavalier  as 
you? 

Sanch.  Well,  I  am  I  know  not  howifli ;  flie  has  a  de-^ 
licious  Tongue  of  her  own,  and  I  begin  to  moUifte. 

Carl.  Do,  Sancho :  Faith,  you've  held  it  out  too  long,  in 
Conlcience,  for  fo  flight  a  quarrel ;  this  is  nothing  among 
great  Ladies,  Man;  how  many  Fathers  have  I  known  that 
have  given  their  Bleflings  to  other  Mens  Children :  Come, 
blefs  'em,  blefs  'em,  honeft  Daddy:  Kneel  down>  Cliil- 
dren. 

Children,  (kmeling.)  Your  Bleffing,  Pappa. 

{Children  cry. 

Sanch.  It  goes  againft  the  grain  to  give  it  them- 

Carl.  For  lliame,  Sancho^  take  'em  up:  you'll  break  their 

pretty  Hearts  elfe  :  'twou'd  grieve  a  Man  s  Soul  to  lee  'em 

weep  thus. 

Sanch.  Ay,  they  learnt  that  trick  of  their  Mother ;  but 
I  cannot  be  obdurate,  the  fault  was  none  of  theirs,  Tm 
fure.  ^  [Crying. 

Heav'n  e'en  blefs  you,  and  I'll  provide  for  you :  Nay,  and 
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it  fhall  go  hard,  but  He  get  you  fome  more  Play-Fellows ;  if 
your  Mother  be  as  Fruitful  aslhe  us'd  to  be. 
Lop.  Why  this  is  at  it  fhouM  be. 

Dal.  Hcav*n  Reward  you ;  and  Tie  ftudy  Obedience  to 
you.  \ 

Sanch.  They  fay,  Cliildreil'a're'  gfeat  Bleffings ;  if  they 
are,  I  have  two  great  Bleflings  ready  gotten  to  my  hands. 

Carl,  For  your  Comfort,  Marriage  they  fay,  is  Holy. 

Smch.  Ay,  and  fb  is  Martyrdom,  as  they  fay  ;  but  both 
of  'em  are  good  for  juft  nothing,  but  to  make  an  end  of  a 
Man's  Life. 

Lof.  Chear  up,  Son-in-Law,  your  Children  are  very  ta- 
wardly,  you  fee  they  can  ask  Blelling  already. 

DaL  If  he  does  not  like  'em,  he  may  Get  the  next  him- 
felf. 

Carl.  I  will  not  trouble  the  Company,  with  Reading  my 
Letter  from  the  Dead  Count's  Sifter  ;  'Tis  enough  to  tell  you, 
that  I  Lov'd  her  once,  arid  forfook  her,  becaufe  fhe  was  then 
no  Fortune :  but  fhe  has  been  kinder  to  me,  than  I  deferve : 
and  has  offei-'d  me  her  Brother's  Eftate  in  Dowry  wdth 
her. 

DaL  Which  I  hope  you  will  accept. 

Carl.  Yes,  and  releafe  you  of  a  certain  Promife  to  me, 
without  explaining.  She  only  recommended  to  me  lier 
Brother's  Children  by  D;?//W^.  And  I  think  I  have  taken 
a  decent  care  in  providing  them  a  Rich  Father. 

Safjch.  I  always  Lov'd  a  Karlot,  and  now  I  have  one  of 
my  own,  Fie  e'en  take  up  with  her  ;  for  my  Youth  is  going ; 
and  my  days  of  Whoring,  Lmean  emphatical  Whoring,  are 
almoft  over :  but  for  once,  we'll  have  a  Frolick ;  come  Off- 
Ipring,  can  either  of  you  two  Dance? 

I  Child;  Yes,  forfboth  Father,  and  my  Sifter  can  Sing  too 
Uke  a  little  Angel. 

Sanch.  Then  foot  it  featly ;  tliat  you  may  fay  hereafter, 
you  remember  when  your  Mother  was  firft  Married,  and 
Danc'd  at  her  Wedding. 

Carl.  Hold  a  little;  you 'may  remember  too,  Madam 
Bride,  that  I  promis'd  you  an  Epithalatnium :  'Twas  meant 
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a  Satire ;  but  Fortune  has  turn'd  it  to  a  Jell ;  I  have  giv*n  it 
to  the  Muficians,  and  brought 'em  along  with  me  j  ftrikeup, 
Gentlemen. 

[The  Dame  is /r/,  then  the  Song^  the  Ufi  '  mrds  of  vphich  are 
Sung  while  the  Company  is  going  outy  and  the  Mufick  PUys 
before  them. 


Song :  By  Mr.  Congreve. 


Ho  W  Hapffs  the  Husband^  tvhofe  Wife  has  been  trfdl 
Not  Damnd  to  the  Bed  ^  an  Ignorant  Bride  ^  . 
Secure  of  rvhat*s  left,  he  nere  mines  the  refi^ 
But  where  there's  enough,  fuppojes  a  Feaji  \ 
So  foreknowing  the  Cheat, 
He  ef capes  the  Deceit, 
And  in  fpite  of  the  Curfe,  refolves  to  be  Blefi, 

2. 

If  Children  are  Bleffings,  his  Comfort'^ s  the  more, 
Whofe  Spoufe  has  been  known  to  he  Fruitful  b'efore ; 
And  the  Bay  that  jhe  brings  ready  made  to  his  Hand, 
May  fiand  him  injlead,  for  an  Heir  to  his  Land, 

Shoud  his  own  prove  a  Sot, 

When  he^s  Lawfully  Got, 
As  when  e're  'tis  fo,  if  he  don't^  Tie  be  han^d. 
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I. 

YOuptg  I  amy  and  yet  unsktll'd 
How  to  make  a  Lover  yield : 
How  to  keepy  or  how  to  gain  ^ 
When  to  Love  \  and  xwen  to  feign : 

2. 

Take  TMy  take  me^  feme  of  yoUy 
While  I  yet  am  Toung  and  True ; 
£Ve  /  can  my  Soul  difguife  \ 
He^e  my.Bn^.^y  AnLrml  my^Jl^es. 

Stay  not  till  I  learn  the  wy^ 
How  to  Lye^  and  to  Betrny  t 
He  that  has  me  frfi^  isHefi^ 
For  I /nay  deceive  the  reft. 

4- 

Cou^d  Vfnd  a  blooming  Touth  \ 
Full  19/  Love^  and  full  of  Truthy 
Brisky  and  of  a  janty  meeny 
IJhou'^d  long  to  be  Fifteen. 

X^xeunt  Omnes. 


A 
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J  Royal  Chamber  is  difcover^dy  by  drawing  the  former  Scene ;  Ve- 
ramond,  Garcia,  Ximena,  Viftoria,  Celidea,  with  a  full 
Train  of  Courtiers  and  Guards ;  amongU  the  Croudy  Ramirez 
Difguis'^dy  with  fome  of  his  Tarty. 

Vera,  (to  ViEt^  No  more  delays,  but  go. 

Ximen.  This  is  Inhumane, 
To  prefs  her  to  a  Marriage  made  by  Force. 
At  leaft  allow  your  felf  and  her  this  day, 
That  each  of  you  may  think,  and  one  may  change. 

Vera.  You  mean  the  Times  or  Accidents  may  clmnge, 
And  leave  her  for  Alfhonfo, 

Ximen.  Your  Enemies  are  but  without  your  Gates, 
And  foon  they  may  return :  forbear  for  fear. 

Vera.  The  fooner  then 
I  muft  prevent  th'effeQ:  of  their  return. 
What  now  remains,  but  to  compleat  my  Vows, 
And  Sacrifice  to  Vengeance  ? 

Ximen.  Your  own  Daughter  ! 

Vera.  Even  her,,  my  felf,  and  all  the  World  together. 

Vi6t.  Can  you  refuie  me  one  poor  day  to  Live  ? 

Vera.  Obey  me,  and  be  Bleft  ;  if  not,  Accurft. 
A  Father's  Curfe  has  wings,  remember  that; 
Thro  this  World  and  the  next^  it  will  purfue  thee  ; 
And  fink  thee  down,  for  ever. 

Vici.  'Tis  enough, 
I  know  how  hv  a  Daughter  owes  Obedience ; 
But  Duty  has  a  bound  like  other  Empires : 
It  reache'i  but  to  Life, .  for  all  beyond  it 
Is  the  Dominion  of  another  World, 
Where  you  have  no  Command, 
For  you,  Don  Garciay 

You  know  the  Pow'r  a  Miflrrefs  ought  to  have  ; 
But  fince  you  will  be  Mailer,  take  your  Hour, 
The  next  is  naine, 

L  Gar. 
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Gar.  I  grant  the  Debt  of  Service  which  I  owe  you  : 
But  'tis  a  Summ  too  vaft  to  pay  at  fight. 
If  now  you  call  it  in,  I  muft  be  Bankrupt 
To  all  my  future  Blifs. 

f^ic^.  I  find  by  you, 
The  Laws  of  Love,  are  like  the  Laws  of  Heav'n  ; 

All  know,  but  few  will  keep  'em  To  the  Temple, 

Where  I  my  felf  am  Viftim. 

E^^er  Alphonfo,  VmrnPcL^  all  feemJmaz'd. 
Alfh.  Stay,  VeramonL 

Vera.  (aficU.)  Jlfhonfo  here  !  then  all  my  Hopes  are  blafteda 
The  Town  is  his,  and  I  once  more  a  Slave. 

Jlfh.  Difmifs  thy  fears  and  tremble  not.  Old  Man, 
I  neither  come  with  purpole,  nor  with  Power 
T'  avenge  my  wrongs,  but  fingle  and  unarm'd  : 
This  Head  is  neceffary  to  thy  Peace, 
And  to  V0oria\  violated  Vows  : 
Who,  while  l  Live,  can  never  be  Don  Gardes. 
Take  then  this  odious  Life ;  fecurely  take  it, 
And  glut  thy  Vengeance  with  Jlfhonfoh  Blood. 
Behold  the  Man  who  forc'd  thee  in  thy  Strength, 
In  thy  Imperial  Town  made  thee  a  Captive. 
Now  give  thy  Fury  fcope :  Revenge  th'  Affront, 
And  fhew  more  pity  not  to  fpar  e  my  Life, 
Than  I  in  fparing  thine.  ' 

Ximen.  (to  Celidea.)  Oh  boundlefs  Courage,  or  extream 
Defpair ! 

CelitL  (to  her.)  I  tremble  for  th'  event ;  fee  the  King  reddens. 
The  Fear  which  feiz'd  him  at  Jlfhonfos  fight, 
And  left  his  Face  forfaken  of  his  Blood, 
Is  vanifht  now ; 

And  a  new  Tide  returns  upon  his  Cheeks  : 
And  Rage  and  Vengeance  fparkle  in  his  Eyes. 

Fera.  {afide.^  All  things  are  hufht ;  no  noife  is  in  the  Streets, 
Nor  fhouts  of  Souldiers,  nor  the  cries  of  Matrons, 
To  Ipeak  a  Town  in  plunder^        Then  I  take 

(T« 
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(To  Alfh.)  A  Traytor  5  Counfel  once,  and  thou  fhalt  Die 

Condemned  by  thy  own  Sentence,  go  to 'Death ; 

Nor  fhall  thy  leemi' -^5  Generoiky, 

And  feign'd  aiTuraiice,  lave  thee  ;  'tisdefpair, 

To  fee  thy  fruiti  ace  Hopes,  that  brought  thee- hither  ; 

To  meet  my  juft  Revenge. 

Alfh.         I  will  Dye,  becaufe  I  cliufe  to  Dye. 
WhxCii  had  I  not  defir'd,  I  had  not  come 
Uharni'd,  Unguarded,  and  alone,  to  tempt 
Tliy  known  Ingratitude,  and  barbVous  hate. 
B  aft  not  th'  advantage,  which  thou  hold'll:  of  me, 
But  know  thy  felf  for  what  thou  art ;  no  mOre 
Than  the  mean  Minifter  of  my  defpair. 

fera.  Whether  to  Heav'n^s  Jnftice,  or  thy  Choice, 
I  owe  this  happy  Hour  of  fweet  Revenge, 
rie  not  be  wanting  to  the  wifht  occafion. 

yicL  You  fhall  not  Dye  alone,  my  dear  Alfhonfo^ 
Tho  much  I  blame  this  defp'rate  Enterprize : 
You  fhou'd  have  ftay'd,  to  fee 
Th'  Event  of  what  I  promis'd  to  perform  : 
For  had  I  been  fo  bale  to  be  another's. 
That  bafeuels  might  have  curM  your  ill-plac'd  Love^ 
But  this  untimely  rafhnefs,  makes  you  Guilty, 
Both  of  your  Fate,  and  mine. 

Alfh.  While  I  believ'd 
My  Life  was  precious  to  my  dear  ViBoria^ 
I  valu'd  and  preferv'd  it  for  her  fake. 
But  when  you  broke  from  your  Deliverer's  Arms^ 
To  put  youF  felf  into  a  Tyrant's  Power ; 
I  threw  a  worthlefs,  w^retched  Being  from  me  \ 
AbandonM  firft  by  you. 

na.  Oh  Cruel  Man ! 
Where,  at  what  moment  did  that  Change  begin^ 
With  which  you  tax  my  Violated  Vows?  - 
I  left  your  Lawlefs  Pow*r,  to  put  my  felf 
Into  a  Father's  Chains,  my  Lawful  Tyrant, 
If  this  be  my  upbraided  Crime,  even  this, 
On  that  Qccafionj  wou'd  I  do  once  more-. 
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But,  cou'dl,  witlimy  Honour  lafe,  have  ftay'd 
In  your  dear  Arms,  bear  wiinefs  Heav'aaiid  Earth, 
Nor  Threats,  nor  Force,  nor  Promifes,  nor  Fears 
Shou'd  take  me  from  your  Love. 

Alfh.  Oh,  I  believe  you. 
Vanifli  my  fears,  and  caufelefs  Jealoufies ; 
Live  my  Victoria :  for  your  felf,  not  me  ; 
But  let  th'  unfortunate  Alfhonfo  Dyq  ; 
My  Death  will  glut  your  Cruel  Father's  Rage ; 
When  I  am  gone,  and  his  Revenge  compleat, 
Pity  perhaps  mav'  feize  a  Parentis  Mind  ^ 
To  free  you  from  a  hated  Lover's  Arms, 

Celii,    7  Speak  Motlier,fpeak:my  Father  gives  you  time, 
(to  Ximen,  )  XHeftauds  amazu,  irrefolute,  and  dumb: 
Like  the  ftill  Face  of  Heav'n  before  a  Storm  ; 
Speak,  and  Arreft  tlie  Thunder  e're  it  rowls. 

Ximen.  I  ftand  fafpected  :  but  you,  Celidea^ 
The  Favourite  of  his  Heart,  liis  Darling  Child, 
May  fpeak,  and  ought,  your  Int'refr  is  concerned  : 
For  if  Alfhonfo  Dye,  your  hopes  are  loit. 
I  fee  your  Father's  Sou],  like  glowing  Steel 
Is  on  the  Anvil ;  ftrike,  while  yet  he's  hot : 
Turn  him,  and  ply  him,  let  liim  ftraight  betimes, 
Left  he  for  ever  warp. 

CeliL  I  fear,  and  yet  wou'd  fpeak ;  but  will  he  hear  me  f 

Ximen,  For  what  is  all  this  filence,  but  to  hear  ^ 
Bring  him  but  to  cahn  Reafoning,  and  he's  gain'd, 

Celid,  Then  Heav'n  infpire  my  Tongue —  

Sir,  Royal  Sir  — 

He  hears  me  not ;  he  lifts  not  up  liis  Eyes : 
But  fixt  upon  the  Pavements  looks  the  way 
That  points  to  Death.  {She  fuUs  him. 

Oh  hear  me,  hear  me,  Father. 
Have  you  forgot  that  dear  indulgent  Name, 
Never  before  in  vain  pronounc'd  by  me  ? 
-  Vera.  Ha  /  who  difturbs  my  Th£)ughis  ^ 

Celid.  {kneeling^  'Tis  Celide^^,  \  '^'^  , 
Alas  I  wou'd  relieve  you,  if  I  dih'ft  ; 

*  It 
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If  ever  I  oflFended,  even  in  Thought, 
Or  made  not  your  Commands 
The  bounds  of  all  my  Wifhes,  and  Defires, 
Bid  me  be  dumb,  or  elfe  permit  me  Speech. 

Vera.  Gh  rife,  my  only  unoffending  Cliild, 
Who  reconciles  me  to  the  Name  of  Father  / 
Speak  then  ;  but  not  for  her,  and  lefs  for  him. 

Celid.  Perhaps  I  wou'd  accufe'em,  not  defend  ; 
For  both  are  Guilty,  dipt  in  equal  Crimes : 
And  are  obnoxious  to  your  Juft ice  both. 

Vera.  True,  Celidea  ;  thpu  ^onfirm'll  my  Sentence 
Tfis  juft  Alfhonfo  Dye. 

Ximen.  O  Forgive  her,  Heav'n  !  fhe  aggravates  their  Faults;. 
{aJiJe.)    J  And  puflies  their  deftrudion. 

Ce/id.  Speak  Alfhonfo: 
Can  you  deny,  when  Royal  Feramond^ 
Then  thought  your  Father,  and  by  you  fb  deem'd, 
When  he  required  your  Captive,  old  Ramirezy 
And  order'd  his  Confinement ;  did  you  well 
Then  to  controul  the  Pleafure  of  that  King, 
Under  wliofe  juft  Commands  you  Fought  and  Conquered  ? 

Jlfh.  I  did  not  well:  but  heat  of  boy  ling  Youth, 
And  ill-weigliM  Honour^  made  me  difobey. 

yera.  That  Caufe  is  gain'd  ;  for  he  confeffes  Guilt. 
Proceed,  moft  equitable  Judge,  proceed. 

Celid.  7  Next  I  reproach  you,  with  a  worfe  Rebellion, 
(to -^//'A.)jTiie King's firft  Promife to  Don GArcia  made, 
You  dar'd  t'  oppofe  :  forbad  his  fair  Addrefles ; 
Then  made  a  Ruffian  Quarrel  with  that  Prince. 
And  laft,  \vere  guilty  of  Inceftuous  Love. 
I  will  not  load  my  Sifter  with  Confent ; 
But,  in  ftrift  Virtue,  liftning  to  a  Crime, 
And  not  rejefting,  is  it  felf  a  Crime. 

ViB.  Is  tliis  a  Sifter's  Office  ?  Peace  for  fiiamc : 
We  Lov'd  without  tranfgreffing  Virtues  bounds  ; 
We  fixt  the  limits  of  our  tend'reft  Thoughts ; 
Came  to  the  verge  of  honour,  and  there  ftopt  : 
We  warm'd  us  by  the  Fire ;  but  were  not  fcorcht : 

It 
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If  tliis  be  Sin,  Angels  might  Love  with  lefs ; 
And  mingle  Ravs  of  Minds,  lefs  pure  than  ours. 
Our  Souls  enjoy  d  ;  but  to  their  Holy  Feafts, 
Bodies  on  both  fides,  were  forbidden  Guefts. 

Celid.  Now  help  me,  Father  ; .  or  our  Caufe  is  loft : 
For  much  1  fear  their  Love  was'irinocent.    .  ... 

f^era.  With  my  own  Troops  Alfhonfo  leiz'd  my  f  eribn ; 
In  my  own  Town,  to  my  perpetual  Shame : 
Pafs  on  to  that ;  and  ftrike  the  Traytor  Dead. 

Celid.  Yes,  YrouA.  Alfhonfo^  you  were  baniflit  hence  ; 
Your  Father  v/as  confin'd ;  ai]d  doom'd  to  Death  ; 
7'he  Beauty  you  Ador'd  wris  made  another's. 
How  durft  you,  then,  actempt  t*  avenge  your  wrongs, 
And  force  your  Miftrefs  from  your  Rival's  Arms  ? 
Rather  than  Dye  contented,  as  you  ought. 
Jlph.  Even  for  thofe  very  Realbns  you  alledge. 
Ximen.  (afide,)  At  laft  I  find  her  drift. 
Fera,  Thou-Juftifieft,  and  not  Accufeft  him. 
Celid.  Patience,  good  Father,  and  hear  out  the  reft. 

[To  Jlph. 

Thought  you,  becaufe  you  bravely  Fought,  and  Conquer'd 
For  Royal  nay,  fa v'd  his  Life, 

And  fet  him  free,  when  you  had  Conquer'd  him. 
Only  becaufe  he 'was  Ficiorias  Father, 
Thought  you  for  fiich  flight  Services  as  theie, 
That  he  fliou'd  fpare  you  now  ?  O  Generous  Madman, 
To  give  your  Head  to  one,  who  neVe  forgave. 
Fera.  {afide.)  Oh,  fhe  ftings  me.  • 
Celid.  And  you,  Don  Garcia^  witnefs  to  this  Truth  : 
You  were  his  hated  Rival,  fairly  vanquifht ; 
And  yet  he  fpar'd  your  Life. 

Garc.  At  your  requeft ; 
I  owe  it  to  you  both* 

That  he  difhuft-my  Sifter,  'twas  her  Fault : 
I  charge  it  not  on  him  ;  but  'twas  his  Folly. 
A  Capital  Fool  he  was,  in  that  laft  Error  ; 
For  which  he  juftly  ftands  Condemn*d  to  Death. 
Your  Sentence,  Royal  Sir  ? 

FerA. 
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Vera.  That  he  fliou'd  Live  ; 
ShbuM  Live  Triumphant  over  VerAmond^ 
And  ihou'd  Live  Happy  in  FiBorias  Love— 
Oh,  I  have  held  as  long  as  Nature  cou'd ; 
Convinc  d  in  Reafon,  obftinate  in  Will ; 
I  faw  the  Pleader's  aim,  found  her  defign, 
I  longM  to  be  o'recome,  and  yet  refifted. 
What  have  I  done  againft  thee,  my  Ahhonfo  f 
And  what  baft  thou  not  done  for  VeramonP. 

Ximen.  Oh  fortunate  Event ! 

Fici.  Oh  happy  Day  ! 

Alph,  Oh  unexpected  Bhfs,  and  therefore  double ! 

Vera,  (to  Alfh^  Can  you  forgive  me^;  yes,  I  know  you  can  ; 
Alfhonfo  can  forgive  Viitorias  Father. 
But  yet,  in  pity.  Pardon  not  too  fbon  : 
Funilh  my  Pride  a  while ; 
And  make  me  linger  for  fb  great  a  Good. 
Left  extafie  of  Joy  prevent  the  Bleffing ; 
Andyou^  inftead  of  Pardon,  give  me  Death. 

[He  offers  to  kneel  to  A\^\\on{^o:  AlphonG:)  takes  him  up, 
kneels  himfelf. 

Alfh.  Oh  let  me  raife  my  Father  from  the  ground  ! 

Vera,  (rifng,)  Tis  your  pecuhar  Virtue,  my  Al^honfo, 
Always  to  raile  me  up. 

Alfh.  Here  let  me  grow,  till  I  obtain  your  Grace : 
My  Life  has  been,  one  Univerlal  Crime  ; 
And  you,  like  Heavn,  accepting  fhort  Repentance, 
Forgive  my  length  of  Sins, 

Vera,{raifing  him^  Let  us  forget  from  whence  offence  began. 
But  fince  to  fiive  my  iliame.  tliou  wilt  be  Guilty, 
Im.pute  thy  hate  for  me,  to  fure  inftinft  ; 
That  fhow'd  tbee  thy  True  father  in  my  Foe  ; 
Nov/  Grafted  on  my  Stock,  be  Son  to  both. 
(turning  to  Gayc.^  To  you,  Dondrcia^  next. 

Garc.  Before  you  fpeak ; 
Permit  me,  Sir,  t' affume  Ibme  little  Menr 
In  this  days  Happinefs  ;  your  Prcmife  made 
Victor mine— — 
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Alfh.  What  then? 

Garc.  Nay,  hear  me -out. 
He  kept  his  Royal  Word  j  he  gave  her  me ;  . 
I  loft  her,  .when  {  fell  beneath  your  Sword. 
Or  if  I  have  a  Title,  I  refign  it, 
And  make  .her  yours. 
.  Alph.  I  take  her  as  your  Gift. 

Garc.  (to  Fera.)  Make  me  but  Bleft  in  CelideA\  Love ; 
She  lav*d  my  Life,  and  liersitisfor  ever. 
*Tis  pity  fhe  who  gain'd  another  Caufe, 
Should  loft  her  own. 

Fera.(prcihntmgCeUdea,')  She^s  yours. 

CeUd.  My  Joys  are  ftill. 

J^ilf.  And  mine  o're-flow. 

Jlfk  And  mine  are  all  a  Soul  can  bear,  and  Live. 

Vera. '  Then  ftek  we  out  Ramirez  \ 
To  make  him  Partner  of  this  happy  day ; 
That  gives  him  back  his  Crown,  and  his  Jlphonfi. 

Ram.  Behold  me  here,  unibught :  with  fome  few  Friends  ^ 
^      '  {Taking  off  his  Fizarl 

(R9K)lvM  to  Save  my  Son,  or  Perifh  with  him) 
Thus  far  I  trac'd,  and  followed  him,  unknown. 
And  here  have  waited,  with  a  beating  Heait, 
To  fte  this  bleft  Event. 

Vera.  Juft  hke  the  winding  up  of  fome  Defign,^ 
Well  form'd,  upon  the  crowded  Theatre. 
Where  all  concern'd  ftirprizingly  are  pleas'd ; 
And  what  they  wifb,  fte  done.  Lead  to  the  Temple 
Let  Thanks  be  paid ;  and  Heav'n  be  prais'd  no  lefs 
For  private  Union,  'than- for  publick  Peace. 
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NOW,  in  Good  Manners,  nothing  (hou  d  he  fed 
Againfl  this  Play,  becaufe  the  Poet  s  dead. 
The  Prologue  told  us  of  a  Moral  here  : 
Woudlcoud  find  it ^  hut  the  Devil  kjtows  where. 
If  in  my  Part  it  lyes,  I  fear  he  means 
To  warn  us  of  the  Spares  behind  our  Scenes  : 
For  if  you  I  take  it  on  Dalinda'5  Word^ 
^Tis  a  hard  Chapter  to  refufe  a  Lord. 
The  Poet  might  pretend  this  Moral  too, 
That  when  a  Wit  and  Fool  together  woo  5 
The  Damfel  {not  to  breaJ^an  Ancient  Rule,) 
Shoud  leave  the  Wit,  and  take  the  Wealthy  Fool. 
This  he  Plight  mean,  but  there  s  a  Truth  behind,  ^ 
And  fince  it  touches  none  of  all  our  Kind^ 
But  Masks  andSMiJes  5  faith,  Vie  fpeak,  my  Mind. 
What,  if  he  Taught  our  Sex  more  cautious  Carriage^ 
And  not  to  be  too  Coming  before  Marriage : 
For  fear  of  my  Misfortune  in  the  Play^ 
A  Kid  brought  home  upon  the  Wedding  day  : 
I  fear  there  are  few  Sancho^s  in  the  Pit, 
So  good  as  to  forgive,  and  to  forget  5 
That  will,  like  him,  re/lore  us  into  Favour, 
And  take  us  after  on  our  good  Behaviour. 
Few,  when  they  find  the  Mony  Bag  is  rent, 
Will  tak^  it  for  good  Payment  on  contents  ' 


But  in  the  Tellings  there  the  c/ifmnce  is, 
Soviet imes  they  find  it  more  than  they  cou  d  wijh. 
Therefore  be  warnd^  you  Mijfe$  and  you  Masks, 
Look,  to  yo7ir  hits,  nor  give  the  firft  that  asks. 
Tears,  Sighs,  and  Oaths,  'no  truth  of  Paffion  prove, 
True  Settlement  alone,  declares  true  Love. 
For  him  that  Weds  a  Pujs,  who  k?p  her  firfl^ 
J  fay  ha  little  ^  but  I  doubt  the  jr  or  ft: 
The  Wife  that  was  a  Cat  may  mifid  her  houfe, 
Ami  prove  an  Honeji,  and  a  Careful  Spoufe-^ 
Bi^  faith  Lwoud  not  trufl  her  mth  a  Moufe, 
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